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LIFE or CAMPBELL. 



The following spirited, and evidently truthful, ticcount 
of the Life of Thomas Campbell, appeared in. Frascr's 
Magazine for Novomher, 1844. 

I wisn to ■write about Thomas Campbell in the spirit of 
impartial friendship : I cannot say that I knew him long, 
or that I knew him intiraately. I hare stood, when a boj, 
between hia knees ; he has advised me in my literary 
efforts, and lent me books. I have met him in mixed 
Boeietles — have supped with him in many of his very 
many lodgings — have drunk puneh of his own brewing 
from his BUver howl — have mingled ranch with those who 
know and understood him, and have been at all times a 
diligent inquirer, and, I trust, recorder of much that came 
within my immediate knowledge abont him. But let roe 
not laiso cxpeetaljon too highly. Mr. Campbell was not 
a communicative man; he knew much, but was seldom in 
the mood to tell what he knew. He preferred a smart 
sajTiii;, or a seasoned or seasonable story ; he trifled in hia 
table-talk, and you might sound him about his contem- 
poraries to very little purpose. Iiead the c 
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you liked, CampbeU was sure to direct it in a different 
wny. He had no 'arrow-flights of thought," You could 
seldom awaken a recollection of the dead within him ; the 
mention of no eminent eontemporary's name called focth a 
Bigh, or an anecdote, or a kind expression. He did not 
loveflie past — he liyed for to-day and for tfl-morrow, and 
fed on the pleasures of hope, not the pleasures of memory. 
Spence, Boswell, Haalitt, or Henry Nelson. Coleridge, had 
made very Uttle of his conversation ; old Aubrey, or the 
author of Polly Peacham's jests, had made much more, 
but the portrait in their hauds had only been true to the 
baser mjnienta of his mind ; we had lost the poet of Hope 
and Hohenlinden in the coarse sketches of anecdote and 
narrative which they told and drew so truly. 

Thomas Campbell was bom in Glasgow, on the 27th of 
July, 1777, the tentli and youngest child of his parents. 
His lather was a merchant iu that citj-, and in his sixty- 
seventh year when the poet (the son of his second mar- 
riage) was bom. He died, as I have heard Campbell say, 
at the great age of ninetj'-two. His mother's maiden 
name was Mary Campbell. 

Mr. Campbell was entered 8 student of the High School 
at Glasgow, on the lOth of October, 1785. How long he 
remained there no one has told us. In his thirteenth year 
he carried off a bursary irom a competitor t«-ice his age, 
and took a prize for n translation of "The Clouds" of 
Aristophanes, pronounced unique among college exercises. 
Two Other poems of this period were "He Choice of 
I'jUTS," and " The Dii^o of Wallace." 

When Gait, in 1833, drew up his auloliiography, ho 
insecled a short account of Campbell. " Campbell," says 
Gait, " began his poetical enreer by an Ossianic poem, 
wliich his ' schoolfollon's published by subscription, at 
two-pence apiece ; ' my old schoolfellow. Dr. Colin 
Campbell, was a subscriber. The first edition of ' The 
ricasures of Hope ' was also by subseiiption, to which I 
was a subscriher." When this was sfe.«-n to Campbell, 
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by Mr. Moci'one, just before the publioaljoii of the book, 
the poet's bittomeas knew no bounds. " He's a dirty 
blackguard, sir," said Campbell; "and, 6ir, if Mr. Gait 
were in good health, I would challenge him; I feel 
disposed to do bo now, the blackguard," "What's to be 
done } " said Maeroiie ; " the book is printed off, but I will 
cancel it, if yo.u like." Here the heading of the chapter, 
" A Two-penny Effusion," aftrarted Campbell's B,ttention, 
and hia thin, restless lips quiTEred with, rage. "Look 
here, sir," said Campbell, "look what the dirty black- 
gaaid'B done here 1 " and he pointed to the words, "A 
Two-penny Effusion." Two cancels were then promised, 
and the soothed and irritated poet wrote with his own 
hand the following short account of hia early efforts; — 
" Campbell began his poetical career by an Ossianio poem, 
which was published by his schoolfellows when he waa only 
thirteen. At fifteen ho wrote a poem on the Queen of 
France, which was published in the Glasgow Courier. 
At eighteen, he printed his Elegy called ' Love and Mad- 
ness i ' and at twenty-one, before the finishing of his 
tweuty-accond year, ' The Pleasures of Hope.' " 

Before Campbell had recovered his usual serenity of 
mind, and before the ink in hia pen was weU dry, who 
should enter the shop of Messrs. Cochrane and Maoione, 
but the poor offending author, Mr. Gait. Tlie nutobiog- 
rapher was on his way home from the Athenaeum, and tho 
poet of " Hope " on hia way to the Literary Union, They 
bU but met. Campbell avoided an interview, and made 
his exit from the shop by a side door, "When the story 
was told to Gait, ho enjoyed it heartily. " Campbell," 
said Gait, "may write what he likes, for I have no wish 
w offend a poet I admire ; but I still adhere to the ' two- 
penny effusion ' aa a true story." 

On quitting the Glasgow University, Mr. Campbell 
accepted tlie situation of a tutor in a family settled in 
Argj-leshire. Here he composed a copy of verses, printed 
among Ins poems on the roofless abode of that acpt of the 
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Clan Campbell from ■nhioh he sprung. The Lii.ea in 
lucation aro bnircn of promise — they flow iiGcly, and 
thoimd in pretty Bimilitudes ; but there is more of the trim 
garden hreeae in their composition, than Uie fine bracing 
sir of Aigyleshice. 

He did not remain long in the hamble situation of n 
tutor, but made his way to Edinburgh in the winter ot 
^7BS. "WTiat his expectations were in Edinburgh, no one 
has told us. He came with part of a poem in his pocket, 
ami acquiring the friendship of Di. Eobect Anderson, and 
the esteem of Dugald Stewart, he made bold to lay his 
poem and his espectalions before them. The poem in 
question was the first rough draft of "PIcasmis of ICopc." 
Stewart nodded approbation, and Anderson was all rapture 
and suggestion. The poet listened, altered, and enlarged — 
lopped, pruned, ond amended, tiU the poem grew much aa 
we now see it. The first fourteen lines were the last that 
were ivritten. We hare this curious piece of literary 
iaibrmation from a lady who inew Campbell well, esteemed 
him truly, and was herself esteemed hy him in return. 
Anderson always urged the want of a good beginning, and 
when the poem was on its way to the printer, again pressed 
the necessity of starting witii a picture complete in itself. 
Campbell all along admitted tho justice of the criticism, 
but never could please himself with what he did. The 
last remark of Dr. Anderson's roused the full swing rf hia 
genius within him, and he returned the next day to the 
delighted doctor, witli that fine comparison between the 
beautj- of remote objects in a landscape, and those ideal 
scenes ct happiness which imaginative minds promise to 
themselves with all the certainty of hope fulfilled. Ander- 
son was more than pleased, and the new comparison was 
made tlie opening of the new poem. 

S\aas with bright arch lbs glinerisg hilli Iicbw, 
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From dart oWivimi, glows divu.ely Ihere." 

There is a kind of meipressible pleasure in the very task 
of copyijig the Claude-like scenery and repose of lines bo 
lovely. 

"With Anderson's last imprimalitr upon it, the poem 
■was sent to press. The doctor was looked upon at this 
time as a whole 'Willis's Coffee-liouse in himself ; ho 
moved in the best Edinturgh circles, and his judgment 
was oousidereil infallible. He talked, wherever he went, 
of his young friend, and took dehght, it is said, in con- 
trasting the classical air of Campbell's veraea with what he 
was pleased to call tlie clever, homespun poetry of Bums. 
Nor was the volume aJlowed to want any of the recom- 
mcndationa which art could then lend it. Graham, a 
clever artist — the prcoej>tor of Sir David Wilkie, Sir 
WiUiam Allan, and John Burnet — was called in, ta design 
a secies of illustrations to accompany the poem, bo that 
when " The Pleasures of Hope" appeared in May, !7SD, 
it had every kind of attendant bladder to give it a balloon- 
waft into public favor. 

All Edinbui^h was alive to its reception, and warm and 
hearty was its welcome. No Scotch poet, excepting 
Falconer, had produced a poem with the aame structure 
of versification before. There was no Sir Walter Scott in 
tliose days; the poet of "Marrolon" and tlie "Lay" waa 
only known as -a modest and not indifferent translator from 
the German ; Burna waa in his grave, and Scotland was 
without a poet. Campbell became the Lion of Edinburgh. 
"The last time I saw you," said an elderly lacly to the 
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poet one day, ivithin our hpftiing, "was in Edmbnrghj 
you ■were then swaggering about with a Suwairow jacket." 
" Yes," said Campbell, "I was then a contemptible puppy." 
" But that was thirty years ago, and more," remarked the 
lady. " Whist, whiBt," said Campbell, witli an admonitory 
finger, " it is unfair to reveal both our puppyism and our 
years." 

If the poet's friends were wise in giving the note of 
preparation to the public for the reception, of a new poem, 
tJicy were just as umiise in allowing Campbell to part 
with the copyright of his poems to Mundell, the book- 
seller, for the amaU sum of twenty guineas. Yet twenty 
guineas was a good deal to embark in tlie purchase of a 
poem by an untried poet ; and when we reflect that Mun- 
dell had other risks to run — that paper and print, and 
above all the cost of engraraigs, were defrayed by him — 
we may safely say, that he hazarded enough in giving 
« hat he gave for that rare prize in the lottery of literature, 
a remuneraling poem. We have no complaint to make 
against the publisher. Mundell behaved admirably well, 
if what we Iihto heard is true, that the poet had fifty 
pounds of Mundell'a free gift ftir erery after edition of Ms 
poem. Our wonder i^, that Dr. Anderson and Dugnld 
Stewart allowed the poet to part with the copyright of a 
poem of which they spoke so highly, and prophesied its 
success, as we have seen, so truly. 

I have never had the good fortune to fall in with the 
first edition of the "Pleasures of Hope," but learn from 
the magazines of the day, that several smaller pocuLS, 
" The Wounded Hussar," "The Harper," &o., were ap- 
pended to it. The price of the volume was sis shOlinga, 
and the dedication to Dr. Anderson, is dated "Edinburgh, 
April 13, 1799." 

I have often heard it said, and in Campbell's lifetime, 
that there was a very different copy of the " Pleasures of 
Hope," in MS., in the hands of Dr. Anderson's family 
and I onee heard the questiop. pat to Campbell, who replied 
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with smile, " Oh dear, no ; nothing of the kind." The 
alterations which the poem underwent hy Anderson's 
adTice, may have given rise ta. a belief tiiat the poem was 
at first very unlike what we iidw see it. 
It was sad of Campbell, th»t by the time 



he was Tlnwilling to remember the early attentions of Br. 
Anderson. He certainly cancelled or withdrew the dedica- 
tion of his poem to Dr. Anderson, and this is the only act 
of seeming unkindness to Dr. Anderson's memory which 
we have heard adduced against him. But no great stress 
is to be laid on this little act of seeming to^etfulness. He 
withdrew, in after-life, the dedication of "Xochiol" to 
Alison, whose "Essay on Taste," and eaily tWcndahip 
for Campbell, justdiied the honor ; and omittod or withdrew 
the printed dedication of " Gertrude of Wyoming," to the 
late Lord Holland. 

As soon as his poems had pnt money in his pocket, an 
early predilection for the Gcsrman language, and a thirst 
for seeing some of the continental uniTeraities, induced 
hin to visit Germany. 

He set sail for Hamburgh, where, struck vrith the sight 
of Ihe many Irish exiles in that city, he stiung his harp 
anew, aJid sung that touching song, " Tlie Exile of Erini" 
which will endear his name to the heart of every honest 
Irishman. On his road from Munich to Linz, he witnesaed 
from the walla of a convent the bloody field of Hohet- 
Unden, (Dec. 3, 1800,) and saw the triumphant Frenci 
cavalry, under Moreau, enter the nearest town, wiping 
their Moody swotds on their horaes' manes. But he saw, 
while abroad, something rac.re than "the red artillery" 
of war ; he passed a day wiili Klopstock, and acquired the 
friendship of the Schlegels. 

Hn was away altogether aljout thirteen montlis, when he 
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returned tn Edinburgh, to make orrangeniciits with Mail" 
deJl about the publication, in London, of a quarto edition 
of Ms poems. MundcH granted at onoo a permission which 
he eould not well refuse, and Campbell atactcd for London 
by way of Glasgow and Liveri>ool. At LiTCcpool he stayed 
a weok with the able and generous Dr. Curric, to whom he 
was introduced by DugEtld StowarL Currie gave tiini let- 
ters of introduoUon to Macltintosh and Scarlett. 

"Tlie bearer of this," Dr. Currie writes ta Scarlett, "is 
n young poet of some celebrity, Mr. Campbell, the autlior 
of 'The Pleasures of Hope.' He was introduced to me 
by Mr. Stewart, of Edinburgh, and has been some days in 
my house. I have found hiui. ta might be espested, a 
young man of uncommon acquirements and learning, of 
unususd quickness of apprehension, and great sensibility. 

" He is going to London with the view of superintend- 
ing an edition of his poems, for liis ow!i benefit, by the 
permission of the bookaellers to whom the copyright was 
sold before the work was printed ; and who, having prof- 
ited in an estraordinary degree by the transaction, have 
now given him the permission above-mentioned, on condi- 
tion that the edition shall be of a kind that shall not inter- 
fere with their editions. He is to give a quarto edition, 
witli some embellishments, price a guinea ; the printing by 
Bensley. You must lay out a fee with him ; and if you 
can do him any little service you will oblige me and sen'e 
a man of genius." 

Currie's letter is dated 26th February, 1802, so tliat wc 
may date Campbell's nrcival in London (there wns no r:ul- 
way then) on or about the first of March. 

" When Campbell came first to London," said Tom Hill, 
fo tlie collector of these imperfect "Ana," "he carried a 
letter of introduction to Mr. Ferry, of the Morning Chron- 
icle. He was then a poor literary adventurer, uiifitted 
with an aim. Perry was so much pleased with liim that 
he offered him a situation On his paper, which Campbell 
fJiankfnUy accepted. But what could Campbell do i he 
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cotild not tpport, nnd he was not up to the art of ivriting 
leaden. At last it was agreed tjiat he should receive two 
guineas a week, and now ajid then contribute a piece of 
poetry to the corner of the paper. He did write, ecrtoiiJj',' 
BaidHill, "but in his worst Tein, \Ve knowwhat iiewa- 
papor poetry is, but some of Campbell's contributions were 
below newspaper poetry — many pieces were not inserted, 
and such as were inserted he was too wise to print among 
his collected poema." Tom HiU's means of information 
were fiist-ratc ; he was, moreover, the intimate Iricnd of 
Perry, and Campbell's ne^hbor for many years at Syden- 

The quarto edition of hia poems, which Campbell was 
allowed to print for Ha own profit, was the seventh. This 
was in 1803. The fourth edition, eorrcctcd. and enlarged, 
was printed in Glasgow in 1800. Hl3 own edition is a 
fine apecimen of Bensley'H printing ; but the engravinga 
are of the poorest description of art. 

In 1803, and before the publication of his subscription 
quarto, he printed, anonymously, at Edinburgh, and at 
the press of the BaHantynes, his "LocMel" and "Ilohcn- 
linden." The title is Buuply " Poems," and the dedication 
is addressed to Alison. " John Iioyden," eays Sir Woltcr 
Scott, "introduced tc me Tom CompbelL They afterwards 
quoirellcd. When I repeated ' Hohenliuden ' to Leyden, 
he said, ' Dash it, man, tell the fellow 1 hate him, but, 
dash him, he has written the finest verses that have been 
published fliese fifty years.' I did mine erraud as faith- 
fully as one of Homer's messengers, and had for answer, 
' Tell Leyden that I detest him ; but I know the value of 
his critical approbation.'" Seott knew "Hohenliuden," 
by heart ; and when Sir Walter dined at Murray's in 1800, 
he repeated at the table, as WiUde tells us, Campbell's 
poem of " LocMel." 

"What Campbell's proflfa or expectations were at this 
time, I have never heard. "When a poet is in. difflculties, 
he is sure, said WiBiam Gifforcl, to get married. This wna 
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Campbell's case, for I find in the Seolcli papers, and among 
tiie marriages of the year 1303, the following entry: " Uth 
Oct., at St. Margaret's Church, 'Westminstex, Thomaa 
Campbell, Esq., author of -The Pleasuies of Hope,' to 
Mia.1 Matilda Sinclair, daughter of E. Sinclair, Esq., of 
Paik Street." 

Tlie fruit of this majriage, the most prudent the poet 
could have taken at that lime, was a sou, born at Edin- 
bui^h on the first of July, 1804, Thomas Telford Camphell, 
a helpless imbecile, Btill alive. If there was anyone point 
in Campbell's character more amiable than auother, it was 
his affection, for bis son. They were much together ; and, 
before his imbecility became confirmed, it was a touching 
s^ht to see the poet's fine eyes wander with affection to 
■where his son was seated. End, at any strny remark lie 
might make that intimated a returning intellect, to see 
how his eyes would brighten with, delight, and foretell the 
pleasures of a father's hope. 

In the volume of Johnson's Scots Musical Museum for 
1803, there is a song of CampbeU'a, addressed to his wife, 
when Matilda Sinclair. It is in no edition of his poems 
that I have seen, and can make no great claim fco- preser- 
vation, beyond any little biographical importance which il 
may bear. 
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I woBld brcDlhe noi a voir bnt u> ft-iauililiip and lhe« " 

This is poor poetry, after flie paa^nate love-aonga of 
Uums, in the earlier volumea of the same publication. 

On the 28th of October, 1806, CamjibeU had a pension 
granted to him firom the Crown, payable out of tlie Scotch 
Excise, of one hundred and eighty-four pounds a year. 
It was Fos-'s intention, to have bestowed this pension upon 
Campbell, but that great atateamon died on the 13th of 
tiie preceding month. His successors, however, saiv liis 
wishes carried into execution, and the pnet enjoyed hia 
pension to the day of his death, a period of nearly eight 
and thirty years. 

He now took up his residence in the small hamlet of 
Sydenham. Here he compiled his "Annals of Great 
Britain, from tlie Accession of George m. to the Peace 
of Amiens" — forty years of eventful history, compiled 
without much aceuraoy of information, or any great 
elegance of at)-le. This was a mere piece of joun.ey- 
man's work, done to turn a penny. Few hare heard of 
it^ fewer seen it, and still fewer read it. The most intel- 
ligent booksellor in London was, a week ago, unnware of 

m all es n rtun bo tl is m d h 
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odvertiaemcnt ishicli caiik, fashion rcput tion end the 
poet s own standang c vtld lend it. The sfory n aa lilted 
— then Iho metre wis named and ai proved ^ then a 
portion Bhown so that the poet ha 1 his cntene of fiis}i- 
lon and ■Hit before the pu! kc knon even tho title of the 
poem they w ore trainod up to reccii O with the a clian.i.- 
tion it deserved 

Nor was puhli'' e'^pectation disappointed when it became 
generally knovrn thaf the poet had gone to the banks of 
the Susquehanna for his poem — bad chosen tho desolation 
of "Wyoming for his story, and the Spenserian stanza for 
his form of verse. The poet, however, was still timidly 
fearful, though ho had the impHmatwr of HoEand House 
in fkvor of his poem, I was told by Tom, Hill that Camp- 
bell sent the first printed copy of his poem to Mr. Jeffrey, 
(now Lord Jeffrey.) The critic's reply was favorable. 
"Mrs. Campbell tohl me," added Hill, "that, till he had 
received Jeffrey's approbation, her hiisband was suffering, 
to use his own expression, ' the horrors of the damned.' " 

A 'Whig poet was safe in those dai ', when m the hands 
of a Whig critic. He had moie to flar fr3m the critical 
acumen of a Tory writer ; but only one number of tho 
Quarterly Eoview had then appeared If Giffbrd had 
dissected "little Miss Gertrude,' he might hive "topped 
the sale, for a time, of a new edition but no cnticd fero- 
city could have kept down " Gertrude of "Wj ommg " for 
more than one season. But Gifford was prepossessed in 
ixvor of Campbell ; he liked his versification and his clas- 
sical correctness ; so the poem was intrusted to a Mendly 
hand — one prepossessed, like Gifford, in liis favor — the 
greatest writer and the most generous crilio of his age — 
Sir "Walter Scott. 

No poet ever dreaded criticism more than Campbell. 
" Coleridge has attacked • The Pleasures of Hope,' and 
all other pleasures whatsoever," writes Lord Byron ; "Mr. 
Rogers was present^ and beard himself indirectly roio^J 
by tho lecturer. Campbell will be desperately annoyed. 
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I never saw a irjui (and of him I have sceu very little) so 
Bensitive. Wliat a happy tcinperajnent ! I am sorry for 
it ; — wliat can he fear &om eriticiaai ! " 

His next great work was the " Specimens of the British 
Poetn," in. Bovcn octavo volumes, published in 1819. Thia 
was one of Mr. Murray's publications, and one of Ms o^ a 
suggesting. His agreoment with, CampbeE was f>r £5(H), 
hut when the work was completed, he added £500 more, 
and books to tho value of £200, borrowed lor the publica- 
tion. Such fits of munificence were not uncommon wllli 
John Murray; he had many dealings, and dealt fairly, 
Btraight-forwardly, beyond the bounds of common lib- 
erality. "Wc wish, wo could say the same of Campbell in 
thia transaction. No second edition of the " Specimens " 
was called for before 1841 ; and when Mr. Murray, in that 
year, determined on printing Ihe whole seven volumes in 
one handsome volume, he applied to Campbell to revise 
his own work, and made Mm at the same time a handsome 
offer for the labor of revision. CiunpbcU declined the offer, 
and act Ma face at first against tho pubEcation. "What was 
to be done i There was a demand for a new edition, and 
it had been a piece of literary madness on Mr. Murray's 
part if he had sent the book to press with all its imperfee- 
tions on its head — not the imperfections, be it understood, 
of taste and criticism, but of biographical and bibliograph- 
ical inforntation. Good taste can never change — it is 
true at all times ; but fects, received as such, for want of 
better information, may bo sot aside by any dull iaet- 
mongor who ii'ill take th.e pains to examine a parish 
register, a bookseller's cata'ague, or a will in Debtor's 
Conunons. 

Mr. Peter Cunningliani, at tlie eleventh hour, was called 
in by Mr. Murray to superintend (he rei>cint, and corroot 
the common errors of fact throughout the seven voliuaes. 
Various inaccuracies were removed ; some silentiy, for it 
had been burdening the hook with useless matter to have 
retained them in the text and pointed them out in n 
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aO LIFE OF CAMPBELL. 

niite ; while others, that entangled a thought or gave 
weight, were allowed to etand, but not without notes to 
slop the perpetuity of the error. A quiver of rage played 
upon the lips of the pool when he was informed that finy 
one had dared to revise hia labors : but when he saw what 
was done, and knew the friendly hand that had gone with 
eo much patient eace through the whole work, he expressed 
hia unfeigned pleasure, and, as we have heard, thanked 
Mr. Cunningham for hia useful services. 

"The Essay is a charming piece of prose, fresh at the 
fiftieth reading, and the Ktde prefatory notieea abound in 
delightful oriticiam, not subtle and far-fetehed, but char- 
aetecistically true to the genius of the poet. He is more 
olive to beauties than defects, and has distinguished his 
crilieism by a wider sympathy with poetry, in all its 
branches, than you will find in any other book of English 
criticism. Johnson takes delight in stripping more than 
one leaf from every laurel — he laughs at Gray — Collins 
he commends coldly, — and he even darea to abuse Milton. 
Dryden and Pope, the idols of Dr. Johnson's criticism, ara 
the false gods of Southey's : — 

Campbell has none of thia school of eriticiam ; he lovea 
poetry for ita own sweet sake, and is no esclusionist. 

The great fault of Campbell ia, that he docs not give 
the best specimens of his authors ; hut such pieces as Ellis 
and Headley had not given. Of Sir Philip Sydney, ha 
says, " Mr. Ellis has eshausted the best specimens of hia 
poetry. I have only offered a few short ones." No one 
will go to a book of specimens for specimens of a poet in 
his second-best manner, or hia third-rate mood. Wo want 
the erenm of a poet, not the skimmcd-mHk of his geniua. 
A long extract from Theodrio would not represent Mr. 
Campbell's manner in the fiery Hope, or the more gentla 
Gertrude. Specimens are intended for two clasaes of peo- 
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plo, — 3no who cannot afford to buy, and the eecond who 
do not earo to possesfl, the Britjah Poeta in one hundred 
and fifty odd Tolnmea. The poor want the best, and the 
other class oC pnrchasera want surely not the worat. 

In the year 1320, Mr. Campbell entered upon, the cditor- 
ahip of the New Monthly Magazine, whioh he conducted, 
we are told, " with a spirit and a resource worthy of his 
reputation, and of the then palmy estate of periodical lite- 
rature." We doubt this. He drew his salary rcgidacly, 
it is true, but contributed little of his own of sny merit. 
The whole labor, and too much of the reeponaibility, rested 
on the shoulders of the assistant. The poet's name carried 
its full value ; the Magazine took toot and flourished, a:id 
lie pay per sheet waa handsome. He soon drew a good 
brigade of writers around him ; and placing implicit con- 
fidence in what they did, and what they could do, he made 
Ma editorship a snug sinecure situation. " Tom Campbell," 
Siud Sir "Walter Scott, " had much in his power. A man 
at the head of a Magarine may do much for young men ; 
but Campbell did nothing, — more &om indolence, I fancy, 
than disinclination or a bad heart." 

A series of articles appeared in tho "New Monthly Mag- 
azine, when Campbell was its editor, entitled " BoswcU 
KediviTUS," a catch-penny name, given by Hazlitt to a 
collection of Northcote's conversations and sayinga, uttered, 
as was ui^ed, by Northcote, in all the conlldcnce of friends 
ship. An ill-natured sajTng or two brought the painter 
into iiouble, and Northcote wrote to Campbell, complain- 
ing of their appearance, in a letter in which he colls Haz- 
litt a wretch who had betrayed him. Campbell's answer 
is a striking illustration of the system he poiaued in editir.g 
ihe New Monthly. 

" I am. afflicted beyond measure," says tho poet, " at 
finding my own inattention to have been the means of 
wounding tho feelings of a venerable man of genius. Dic- 
tate the form and manner of my attempting to atone for 
having unconsciously injured 70U, if I can make any 
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Tlio infernal Ilazlitt shall never more be 
permitted to write for the Now Monthly. I mean, not to 
palhnt* my own want of watchfulness orer the Magazine, 
which has ocoaaioned such a paper being admitted. I only 
toll you th.0 honest truth, that a crisis in my affairs, which 
is novor likely to occur again, fatally tem-pted me this last 
month to trust the revision of some part of the mimhar to 
the care and delicacy of another person ; that person, like 
myself, has slept over his charge." 

This want of watchfulness was, we fear, a monthly fail- 
ing, not, as is here set forth, a rare oooiurence. 

The suoocBS of "Gertrude" induced him, in 1324, to 
put forth tuiolher poem, a dramatic talc, entitled "Theod- 
ric." A silence of fifteen years put espcctation upon tip- 
too; but when "Theodrio" appeared, it was' much in the 
condition of Jonson's "Silent 'Woman," — there was no 
one to say ploAidite to it. The wits at Holland House dis- 
owned the bantlii^ ; the Quarterly called it " an unworthj- 
publicaUon," and friend joined foe in the language of con- 
demnation. Yet Campbell had much to encounter : he 
had to outstrip his former etforla, and fight a battle ivith 
the public against expectation and the applause awarded 
to his former poetry. There is a conscious feeling through- 
out the poem that the poet is fightmg an unequal battle ; 
he stands up, but his play ia feeble, he disltuit^ himself, 
and is only tolerated &oni a recollection of his bygone 
powers. 

"I often wonder," says Sir Walter Scott, "how Tom 
Campbell, with so much real geniu'J, has not maintained a 
greater figure in the public eye than he has done of late." 
Scott 13 writing in 1S26. "The magazine seems to have 
paralyzed him. The author not only of 'The Pleasures 
of Hope,' but of ' Hohenlinden,' 'Lochicl,' etc., should 
have been at the Tcry top of the tree. Somehow he wants 
audacity, fears the public, and, what is worse, fears the 
shadow of his own reputation." so* "\niatapity 
't is," said Sir "Walter to Washington Irving, " that Camp- 
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bell does not write more flnd oftener, Hiid give full sweep 
to Ha genius ! He has wings that nould tear Tiixn to tha 
skies, and he docs, now and then, spread them grandly, 
hut folds them up again, and resumes his perch, as if he 
WHS afraid to launch away. The fact is, Camptell is in a 
manner a bugbear to himself ; the brightness of his early 
success is a detriment to all his further efforts. He is 
afraid of tke shadow that his own fame casts b'fore Aim,*' 

In 1827 he was elected lord-reotor of hia own mother 
university at Glasgow. He was elected by the free and 
unanimous choice of the studenla, and was justly proud 
of his election. 

"It was a deep snow," writes Allan Cunningham, 
" wben we reached the oollegc-grecn ; the students were 
drawn up in parties, pelting one another, the poet ran into 
the ranks, threw several snowballs with unerring aim, 
then summoning (he scholars around him in the hall, 
delivered a speech replete with philosophy and eloquence. 
It is needless to say how this wns welcomed." 

When his year of servitude had expired, he was unan- 
imously reelected, the students presenting him at the same 
time with a handsome silver punch-bowl, described by the 
poet in his will as one of the great jewels of his property. 

On the 9th of May, 1828, be lost his wife. This was a 
severe blow to him. She was a clorer woman, and had 
that influence over him which a Hife should always have 
who is a proper helpmate to her husband. I have heard 
}iim say, and with mveh emotion, "No one can imagine 
how much I was indebted to that woman for the comforts 
of life." 

In 1829 and 1830, he quarrelled with Colbum, threw up 
the editorship of the New Monthly Magazine, and lending 
his name to another publisher, started a magazine called 
The Metropolitan. A life of Sir Thomas Lawrence, in 
two octavo volumes, wns advertised, with Campbell's name 
to it, about the same time. The Life was soon abandoned. 
Ml 1 the new magazine, after a time, transferred to Saunders 
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and Otlcy, vdCh two editors instead one, Tom Campbell 
and his friend Tom Mooco. The after history of the 
magaiine is wcU knoira — tlie Iwn poets rcHred, and 
Marryat, with his "Peter Simple," gave it a Biving of 
reputation whieh it had not hefbre. /" 

The sorrows of Poland, and the ebullitions of bad veiso, 
occupied much, of Campbell's time when editor of Tlie 
Metropolitan. He lived in tlie Polish Chambers, and uU 
his talk was Poland. CzartorysM and Nicmcicwitz were 
names everlastingly on hia lips. A tale of a distressed 
Pole was his greeting when you met, and an ohns or sub- 
Bcription the chorus of his song. Uoswell was not more 
da/t about Corsica than Campbell about Poland. Poor 
Tom CampbeE, he exhausted all his sj-mpathy on the 
Poles, and spent all his invectives upon llussia. Yet he 
did good — he was the means of assisting many brave but 
mifortunate men, whilst hia ravings against Russia passed 
unheeded by, like the clamorous oulcries for liberty of 
Akenside and Thomson. 

In 1834, ho published, in two octavo volumes, the " Life 
of Mrs. Siddons." Our great actress had constituted 
Campbdl her biographer, and Campbell has told me, more 
than once, that he considered the work a kind of sacred 
duty. No man ever went to his task more grudgingly 
than Campbell ; and no man of even average abilities ever 
produced a worse biography than Campbell's so called 
"Life o£ Mrs. Siddous." Tlie Quarterly called it "an 
abuse of biography," and its imter "the WOTst theatrical 
historian we have ever read." Some of his expressions are 
turgid and nonsensical almost beyond belief. Of Mrs. 
Piitchard he says, that she "tJectrifled the house "ii-ith 
disappointment." Upon which the Quarterlj' remarks, 
"This, we suppose, is what the philosophers call negative 
electrioity." 

Since Mr. Campbell's death, Mr. Dyce has addressed a 
letter to the editor of the Ijterary Gazette, disclaiming any 
partnership in the composition of what he calls "that 
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Unfortunate book." There was a minor Tery life, when 
the book appeared, tkat Mr. Dyco had had a m^-finger 
in the pie ; but the gross inaccuraeies of the work gave 
the best ajiswer to the rumor. Mr. Dyce's accuracy 
deserves to be proverbial, and no one could suspect that 
he could have had a, hand In any thing like " a very lai^e 
portion " of the unfortunate performance. However, in 
disclumlng the share assigned, he lets us a little behind 
the scenes on this occasion. We see Mrs. Siddons in Tom 
Campbell's tiring-roont. 

" Soon after Campbell had recraved the materialB which 
Mrs. Siddons had bequeathed to him for her biography, he 
wrote to me on the subject ; informing me, that, as he had 
a very slight acquiuntance widi st^e-history, he dreaded 
the undertaking, and oifering me, if I would become hia 
coadjutor, one half of the sum which E. Wilson was to 
pny him for the work. I refused the money, but promised 
him all the assistance in my power. He next forwarded 
to mo his papers, consisting chiefly of Mrs. Siddons's mem- 
oranda for her life, and a great mass of letters which she 
had written, at variona intervals, to her intimate friend 
Mrs. Fitz-Hughes. Having carefully gone oyer the whole, 
1 returned them with sundry illustrations ; and Sub- 
sequently, from time to time, I sent him other notes which 
I thought might suit hia pncpoae. As, on one occasion, ha 
had spoken slightingly of the letters to Mrs. Pitz-Hughes, 
(calling them ' ^ erj dull, and saying that • the mind of 
Mrs. Siddons moved in them lite an elephant,') and was 
ovidentlj mclmed not to print them, I strongly u^ed him 
by no means to omit them, since they appeared to me, 
though a little pompous in style, extremely charaoteriatio 
of the-nntcr 

"While ho was engaged on the biography, a report 
reached him thit Mrs Jameson was about lo publish 
MenoiT" of Mrs Siddons, and that Misa Siddona (now 
Mrs, Cjmbe) had furnished her with many anecdotes. At 
this he was evtessiyely angry ; and showed me a letter 
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whieli ho hnd ■n-tittcn to Miss Siddons, indignantly oom- 
plaimng that she should patronize Jlre. Jameson's work, 
■when she must be aitare that he tad been specially np 
pointed her mother's hiogcapher. As the letter in question 
■was perhaps the most extraordinary ever addressed by a 
gentleman to a lady, I entroated him to throw it into Iho 
fire ; but he positively refused. Whether it was eventually 
sent or not, I never learned : if it was, Mrs. Combe ean not 
have forgotten it, He had afterwards some comm'uiiica- 
tion ^^■ith Mrs. Jameson, in ^nsequcnoe of which she 
abandoned her design." 

I have heard Campbell say, that a little ghrl of eleven 
would ■write better letters of their kind than any half dozen 
addressed by Mrs. Siddons to Mrs, Ktz-Hughes. The 
poet was introduced to the actress by Charles Moore, the 
brother of Sir John Moore. 

"With the money which the p-ublication of a bad book 
brought him, Mr. Campbell set off for Algiers. lie told 
on his return more stories than Tom Corj'att, and began a 
s^cs of papers upon his travels for Ms old magazine, the 
Kew Monthly. These papers have since been coHeotcd 
into two volumes, entitled, " Letters from the South." 

Ills Bubseq^uent publications were a "Life of Shakspeare," 
a poem called " The Pilgrim of Glencoe," the very dregs 
and sediment of his dotage; "The Lifa and Times of 
Petrarch," concocted from Archdeacon Coxe's papers, (a 
sorry performance ; ) and " Predcriot the Great and his 
Court and Times," a publication far below any thing wliieh 
Smollett's necessities compelled hun to put his name to, 
and only to be equalled by the last esigencics of Ellianah 
Settle. 

In 1837, he publialied his poems, in one handsome 
1 volume, with numerous vignettes, engrarcd on 
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Bteel, from dtsigna by Turner ; but C impbell had no 
innate love for art, and hia illustrated volume, when com- 
pared "rvith the companion volume of Mr Eogers, la but a 
distant imitation. Mr. Eogers, it is trui, tad a bank at 
his back, and CampbeU had little more than lelfuid's 
legacy of £600 to draw upon ; but this will not account 
for the difference, which we are to ittnbutc altogether to 
an imperfect understanding of the beauties and resources 
of ait. 

■Wten Mr. CampbeU accepted the editorship of the New 
Monthly Magaaine, he forsook hia favorite Sj^&diam, and 
ieaacd the house No. 10 Upper Seymour-street, "West. It 
was in this house that Mrs. Campbell died. His next 
remove was to Middle Scotland Yard. Hero he gave a 
lai^e evening party, and then grow tired of his house. 
Milton's biographers pursue their favorite poet through all 
his garden-houses and tenements in London ; I am afraid 
it would be no easy task to follow Campbell through the 
long catalogue of his London lodgings, for the last fiiteen 
years of his life. I recollect h™ lodging at No 42 Eaton- 
stteet j in Stockbridge-terrace, Fimlico ; in Sussex Cham- 
bers, Duke-street, St. James ; at 18 Old Cavendish-street ; 
in York Chambers, St. James-street; and at 61 Lincoln'B- 
Inn-Fields. InNoverober, ISiO, he again set up house, for 
the sake of a young niece, to whom he haa bequeathed the 
whole of his httle property. The house he chose was No. 
8 Victoria-aiiuaxe, and here he made his wilL 

The last time 1 saw Mr. CampbeE was in Regent-street, 
on the 26th of September, 1^43. Hewaa dressed in a 
light blue tail-coat, with gilt buttons, an umbrella tucked 
under his arm, his boots and trousers all dust and dirt, a 
perfect picture of mental and bodily imbeeihty. I never 
saw a look in the street more estranged and vacant ; not 
tlie vacancy of the man described by Dr. Young, " whose 
tlioughts were not of this world," but the listless gaze of 
one who had oensod to think at alL 1 oould not help 
tsutroi^ting to myself the poet's present with his past ap- 
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pearance, as described by Byron in his JoumaL " Camp- 
bell looks well, seeros pleased, and dressed to sprucery. 
A blue eoat becomes him, bo does hia new wig. He rcallv 
looks as if Apollo had sent him. a birth-day suit, or a wed- 
ding garment, and was witty and lively." This was in 
1813, in Holland House. He has drawn a picture of bim . 
self in the streets of Edinburgh, when the " Pleasures of 
Hope " was a new poem ; " I bare repeated these lines so 
often," he says, •' on the North Bridge, that the whole 
fraternity of coachmen know me by tongue as 1 pass. To 
be sure, to a mind in sober, serious, street-walking humor, 
it must bear an appearance of lunacy, when one stamps 
with the hurried pace, and fervent shake of the head, 
which strong, pithy poetry excites."" 

Mr. Campbell died at Boulogne, on the 15th of June, 
18i4, and on Hie 3d of July was buried at Poet's Comer, 
about one foot above the ground, and over against the 
monument to Shakspeare. I have heard that he had a 
wish to be buried in the Abbey — a wish which he ex- 
pressed about a yeac before he died, at a time when a dep- 
utation of the Glasgow Cemetery Company waited on tho 
poor enfeebled poet to beg the favor of h^ body for theit 
new cemetery. Who will say that Campbell lived unhon- 
cred in bis native city ? 

Mr. CanipbeU was in stature small but well mode. "ITiii 
eyes were very fine, and just sueh eyes as Lawrence took 
delight in paJnSng, when he drew that fine picture of the 
poet which will preserve his looks to the latest posterity. 
His lips were thin, and on a constant twitter ; — thin lip8 
are bad in marble, and Chantrey refused to do Ins bust 
because his Upa would never look well. He was bald, I 
have heard him say, when only twenty-four, and sinca 
that age had almost always worn a wig. 

There was a, ipracery about almost every thing he did. 
He would rule pencil lines to writ« on, and complete a 

• liMkhan'a Life of Scoii, i, 3fJ. 
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MS. more in the manner of Daviea of Hereford than Tom 
CarapbcU. His wigs, in hia palmy days, were true to the 
last carl of studious perfection. 

He told a story with a great deal of humor, and had 
much ivit and art iu, setting off an anecdote that bi other 
telling had gone for nothing. The story of the mercantile 
traveUer &om Glasgow was one of his very best, and hia 
proposing Napoleon's hcidth at a meeting of authors be- 
cause he had murdered a bookseller (Pilm ) was rich in 
the extreme- 
Campbell was Tery fond Of fomung clubs — he started 
a poets' club at his own table at '■j d hai hen Crabbe, 
Moore, and Rogers were of the party ^\ e talied of 
forming a poets' oluh," writes Cam.pbell and even set 
about electing the members not by ballot b t viva t>oce. 
The scheme failed, I scarcely know how , but this I know, 
that, a week or ao afterwards, I met with Perry, of the 
Morning Chronicle, who asked me how our poets' club 
was going on. I siud, 'I don't know — we have sonie 
difficulty in giving it a name ; we thought of calling our- 
selves The Bees' • Ah,' said Perry, ' that's a little differ- 
ent ftoni the common report, for they say j-ou are to be 
called The Waips.' I was so stung with this waspish 
report, that I thought no more of the Poets' Club." 
Whatever merit is due to the foundation of the London 
University, I believe belongs by right to Campbell : he 
was the founder, moreover, of the Literary TTnion, an ill- 
regulated club which expired in the apring of the present 

like the Ipswich of Wolsey, as described by Shakspeare. 

It is well known fliat Campbell's own favorite poem oi 
all his composition was his " Gertrude." " I never like to 
see ray name beibre ' The Pleasures of Hope ; ' why, I 
can not tell you. unless it was that, when yovmg, I was 
always greeted among my friends as ' Mr. Campbell, author 



^dty Google 



of The Pleasures of Hope.' ' Good morning to you, Mr. 
CamplieE, author of Ite Pkaaurea of Hope.' When 1 
got married, I was mirried »a the author of ' The Pleasures 
of Hope i ' and when I became a father, my son vena the 
son of the author of ' The PleBSures of Hope.' " A kind 
of grim smile, ill-subdued, we are afraid, stole oter our 
features, when, standing beside the poet's grave, we read 
the inscription on his coffin : — 

"Thomas Campeeh, LL. D., 

AuiHoa OP ' The Pi,BABuaE8 op Hope," 

Died Jdne 16, 1844, 

Aqed B7." 

The poet's dialike occurred to our memory — there was no 
getting the better of the thought. 

There is a vigor and swing of versification in " The 
Pleasures of Hope" unlike any other of Campbell's com- 
positions, the " Lochiel " excepted : yet it carries with it, 
as Sir Walter Scott justly observes, many marks of juve- 
nile composition, The " Lochiel " has aU the faults and 
all the defects of his former effort ; and, as if aware of a 
want, he sat down, when busy with " Gertrude of Wyom- 
ing," to amend the poem. The last four lines originallj 



A noble passage nobly conceived ; but hear how it runs 
as appended to the first edition of " Gertrude of Wyom- 
ing :" — 



The jioet restored the original reading on the recommend- 
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aUon of Sir Walter Scott : he had succeeded in Bqueeiiiag 
the whole spirit from out the passage. 

I cememher remarking to Campbell, that there was a 
couplet in, his "PleasurPS of Hope," which I felt an inde- 
Bcribable pleasure in repeating aloud, and filling my eaiB 
■with the music which it made ; — 

" Yes," he etad, " I tell you where I got it — I found it in 
a poem called ' The Sentimental Sailor," published about 
the time of Sterne's ' Sentimental Journey.' " I have 
iieTBr been able to meet with this poem. 

Campbell deserves a good biography and a good raouu- 
ment, Hia own works want no recommendations, but his 
Mends may do much to perpetuate the memory of the 
man. Surely Ms letters deserve collection, and his corre- 
spondence should not be suffered to perish from neglect. 
There is a subscription on foot to erect a monument to his 
memory in Poets' Comer. This is as it should be — but 
let it be something good. We have more than enough of 
bad and indifferent in the Abbey already, 
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ANALYSIS — PART I. 

The poem opens with a comjiarison bctweeji ±t beauty of rgmo.a 
olijacla in a Inndacape, and llioae ideij EceneB of felicity which the 
imngiiistion delights to coulempliue— the infiuence of aiiltcipalioii upon 

luiown lielion in Pagan Iradilion, that, when all the guotdiait dehies of 
maukiod abandoned the world, Hope alone was IbI\ behind — iLe coiuo- 
lalioiu of lliis iiassioii in ailualiona of danger aiid dislrefs— the teoniBii 

eiliitg adTenlutes of Byron. 

The inspiralion of Hope, as il adnalej the eflons of genhis, whether 

malely connected with views of ftnnte happineas — pictnre of a mother 
watching her iiifanl when asleep — pictures of the ptisotier, the maniae, 
and Iha wanderer. 






.vide field that ia yel f^ien for the prepress of humaniaing ans among 
Bncivilizcd nalioiu— from these vie^va of ameliomtion of society, and 

by a melancholy eoattaat of ideas, we are led to reflect upon the ha(d 
fale of o brare people reeenily conspicuous in Iheir struggles fijr inde- 
pendence — description of the coplnie of Wbisbw, of Ihe laal eoiiten 

parriota at the bridge of Pragne — apostrophe lo the self-inlereslcfl 




of Ihe expected descent of the Deity tn redress the miseries of iheii 
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THE PIEASUEES OJ HOPE. 



At aummcr eve, wtea Heaven's ethereal bow 
Spans irith brigW arcli the glittering >'iiia below. 
Why to yon mountinn. tuma the musing eye, 
Whose sunbright sumniit mingles with the sky i 
"Why do those cliffs of shadowy tint appear 
More sweet than all the landscape smiling neat J — 
J iCia distance l ends enchantment to the view, 
And robes the mountain in its azuiehiie. 
Thus, with delight, we linger to snrvey 
The promised joys of life's unmeasured way ; 
Thus, ftom afar, each dim-discovered eoene 
More pleasing seems than all the past hath beeni 
And every form, that Fancy can repair 
Prom dark oblivion, glows divinely there. 



What potent spirit gfuirles the ruptured eye 

To pierce the shades of dim futurity ? 

Can Wisdom lend, with all her heavenly power. 

The pledge of Joy's anticipated hour? 

Ah, no ! she darkly sees the fate of man — 

Her dim horizon bounded to a span ; 

Or, if she hold an image to the view, 

'Tis Nature pictured too severely true. 
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With thee, sweet Hope ! resides the heavenij' light. 
That pours remotest rapture on the sight : 
Thine is the eharm of Ufe'a bnwildered may. 
That calls each slumbering passion into play. 
Waked by thy touch, I see the Bister ban^ 
On tiptoe, watching, start at thy command. 
And fiy where'er thy mandate bids theitt staer. 
To Pleasure's path, or Glory's bright cajep'. 

Primeval Hope, the Aiinian Muses say, 

"When Man and Natore mourned their 'first decay j 

"When every form of death, and every wo, 

Shot from malignant stars to earth beloiy ; 

When Murder bared her arm, and rampant War 

Yoked the red dragons of her iron ear ; 

When Peace and Mercy, banished from the glain. 

Sprung on Hie viewless winds xa Heaven agaij ; 

All, all forsook the friendless, guilty mind, — 

But Hope, the charroer, lingered still behind. 

Thus, while Elijah's burning wheels prepare 
Prom Caxmel's heights to sweep the fields ctf air. 
The prophet's mantle, ere his flight began. 
Dropped on the world — a sacred gift to man. 

Auspicious Hope 1 in thy sweet garden, grow 
Wreaths for each toil, a charm for every wo ; 
Won by their sweets, in Nature's languid hoitt, 
The way-worn pilgrim scdis thy summer bower ; 
There, as the wild bee munnuia on the wing. 
What peaceful dreams thy handmaid spirits bring ! 
What viewless forms th' JEoIian organ play, 
And sweep the furrowed lines of aoiious thought away, 
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Lo 1 to tlie wintry winds the pilot yields 

His bulk careering o'et unfathomed fields ; 

Now on. Atlantic waves lie rides aikr, 

Wlicce Andes, giant of the weatern star, 

"With meteor-standard to tlie winds unfurled, 

TjOOka from his throne of clouds o'er lialf the world ! 

Now far he sweeps, where scarce a summer smiles 
On Behring's rocks, or Greenland's naked isles; 
Cold on his midnight watch tlie breezes blow. 
From wastes that slumber in eternal snow; 
And waft, across the ware's tumultuous roar. 
The wolf's long howl irom. Oonalaska's shore. 

Poor child of danger, nursling of tho storm. 
Sad are the woes that wreck thy manly ibrm ! 
Rocks, waves, and winds, the shattered bark delay ( 
Thy heart is sad, thy home is far away. 

But IIoPE can here her moonlight vigils keep. 
And suig to charm the spirit of tlie deep : 
Swift B3 yon streamer lights the starry pole, 
Her visions warm the watchman's pensive soulj 
"Hiii native hills that rise in happier climes. 
The grot that heard his song of other times. 
His cottage home, his bark of slender sail. 
His glassy lake, and broomwood-blossomed vale, 
Rush on his thought ; he sweeps before the wiad, 
Treads the loved shore he sighed to leave behind ( 
Meets at each step a friend's familiar face. 
And flics at last to Helen's long embrace i 
"Wipes from her eheek the rapture-speaking («ar ! 
And clasps, with many a sigh, his children dear ! 
^Vhilc, long neglected, but at length caressed. 
His faithful dog salutes tho smiling guest, 
Points to the master's eyes (where'er they roam) 
His wistful face, and whines a welcome home. 
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Friend of ihe brave! in poiil'B darkest hour. 
Intrepid Virtue looks to thee for power ; 
To thee tlie heart its trembling homage yielda, 
On. stormy floods, and camage-coTered fields, 
"When front to front the bannered hosts combint^ 
Halt ere they close, anil form the dreadful line. 
"When all is still on Death's devoted soil. 
The march-wom soldier mingles for the toil ! 
As rings his glittering tube, he lifts on high 
The dauntless brow, and spirit-speaking eye, 
Hails in his heart the triiuaph yet to come, 
And hears thy stormy music la the drum I 

And such thy strength-inspiriDg aid that bore 
The hardy Byron to hia native shore — 
In horrid climes, where Chiloe's tempests sweep 
Tumultuous murmurs o'er the troubled deep, 
'Twas his to mourn Mirfortune's rudest shock. 
Scourged by the winds, and cradled on the rook, 
To wake each joyless mom and search again 
The famished haunts of solitary men ; 
Whose race, unyielding as their native storm. 
Know not a tiaee of Nature but the form ; 
Yel^ at thy call, the hardy tar pursued. 
Pale, but intrepid, sad. but unsubdued, 
Pierced the deep woods, and hailing &om a&a 
The moon's pale planet and the northern star. 
Paused at each dreary cry, unheard before, 
Hyienas in the wild, and mermaids on the shtre; 
TiU, led by thee o'er many a cliff sublime. 
He found a warmer world, a milder clime, 
A home to rest, a shelter to defend. 
Peace aad repose, a Briton and a friend ! 

Congenial Hope 1 thy passion-kindling power. 

How bright, how strong, in youth's untroubled hourj 
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Oil yon proud htigjit, with Gniiius hand in, hand, 
I see Oiee liglit, and wave thy golden, wand. 

" Go, child of Heaven ! (thy -n-inged words proelaim) 
'Tia thine to eoftroh the boundless fields of fame 1 
Lo I Newtoii, pxicst of nature, shines afar. 
Scans the wide world, and numbers every star ! 
Wilt thou, with him, mysterions rites aiJply, 
And watch the shrine with wonder-be aining eyef 
Yes, thoa Shalt mart, with magie art profound, 
The speed of J^ht, the circling march of soimd ; 
^Yith Pranklln grasp the lightning's fiery wing. 
Or yield tho lyre of Heaven another string. 

" The Swedish sage odmires, in yonder bowers, 
Hiq winged insects, and hia rosy flowers ; 
CbUs ftoai their woodland hannts the savage train. 
With sounding horn, and counts them on the plain — 
So once, at Heaven's command, the wimderers came 
To Eden's shade, and heard their various name. 

" Far from the world, in yon sequestered elinie, 
Slow pass the sons of Wisdom, more sublime ; 
Calm as the fields of Heaven, his sapient eye 
The loved Athenian lifts to realms on h^h. 
Admiring Plato, on his spotless page 
Stamps the bright dictates of the Father sage : 
' Shall Nature bound to Earth's dinmal spaji 
The fire of God, th' immortal soul of manS' 

" rum, child of Heaven, thy rapture-Ughtened eye 
To Wisdom's walks, the snored Nine are nigh : 
Hark ! &om bright spires that gild the Delphian heiglit. 
From streams that wander in eternal light. 
Ranged on their hill, Hnrmonia's daughters swell 
The mingling tK)nes of horn, and harp, find shell; 
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Deep fmm Ms vaults the Loxiim munmirs flow. 
And Pythia'a awful orgnr. peals telow. 

" Beloved of Heaven ! tiie smiling Muse shail sied 
Her moonlight halo on tliy beauteous head ; 
Shall swell thy heart to rapture unotaJined, 
And breathe a holy madness o'er thy mind. 
I see thee roam h« gaacdian power beneath. 
And talk ■wiih spirila on. the midnight heath ; 
Inquire of guilty wanderers whence they came, 
And ask each blood-stained foim hia earthly name; 
Then weave in rapid verse the deeds they tell. 
And read Hie trembling world the tales of hell. 

" When Venus, tlironed in clouds of rosy hue, 
Flings from her golden urn the vesper dew, 
And bids fond man her glinimering noon employ, 
Sacred to love, and walks of tender joy ; 
A milder mood the goddess shall recall, 
And soft BB dew thy tones of music faU ; 
AVhile Beauty's deeply-pietarcd smiles impart 
A pang more dear than pleasure to the heart — 
Warm as thy sighs shall flow the Lesbian strain. 
And plead in Beauty's ear, nor plead in vain. 

" Or wilt flioa Orphean hymns more sacred deena, 
And steep thy song in Mercy's mellow stream ; 
To penMve drops the radiant eye beguile — 
For Beauty's tears are lovelier than her smile; — 
On Nature's throbbing anguish pour relief, 
And teach impassioned souls the joy of grief > 

" Yes ; to thy tongue shall seraph words be given. 
And power on earth to plead the cause of Hcavea 
The proud, the cold untroubled heart of stene. 
That never mused on sorrow hut its own. 
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Unlocks a geiicroua store at thy commond, 
Iiite Hoceb's rooks beneath, the prophet's hand. 
The livhig lumber of Ms kindled earth. 
Charmed into aoul, recciycs a second birth, 
Peels thy dread power niiother heart afford, 
Whose passion-touched harmooioua strings accord 
True as the circling spheres to Nature's plan i 
And man, the brother, lives the friend of man. 

"Eriglit as the piQar rose at Heaven's coTnmanc!, 
When Israel inarched along the desert land, 
Blaacd through the night on lonely wilds efkf, 
And told the path, — a never-setting star : 
So, heavenly Genius, in thy course divine, 
Hope is thy star, her light is ever thine. 

Propitious power ! when ranMing cares annoy 

The sacred home of Hymenean joy; 

When doomed to Poverty's sequestered dell. 

The ■wedded pidr of lovo and virtue dwelL 

tfnpitied by the world, nnknown to fame, 

Their woes, their wishes, and their hearts the same; 

Oh, there, prophetic Hope ! thy smile bestow. 

And chase the pangs that worth should never know [ 

There, as the parent deals hia scanty store 

To ftiendless babes, and weeps to give no more. 

Tell, that his manly race shall j'ct assuage 

Their father's wrongs, and shield his latter age. 

RTiat though for him no Hybla Bweela distil. 

Nor bloomy vines wave purple on the hill ; 

Tell, that when silent years have passed away. 

That when his eye grows dim, hia tresses gray, 

These busy hands a lovelier cot shall build. 

And deck with fairer flowers his little field. 

And call from Heaven propitious dews to breatho 

Arcadian beauty on the barren heatft; 



Hcssdty Google 



Tell, tliat while Love's spontaneous emUo endeara 
The days of peace, the Sabbath of his years, 
Health shall prolong to many a festive hour 
Tiie social pleaaurea ol Ms humble bower, 

lo ! at the couch where infant beauty sleeps, 
Her sUent watch the mournful mother keeps ; 
She, while the lovely babe unconscious lies, 
Smiles on her slumbering child with pensive eyes. 
And weaves a song of melancholy joy — 
"Sleep, image of thy father, sleep, my boyj 
No lingering hour of sorrow shall be thine ; 
No sigh that rends thy father's heart and mine; 
Bright as his manly sire the Sou shall be 
In form and soul ; but, ah ! more blest tban he I 
Thy fame, thy worth, fliy filial love at last. 
Shall soothe his aching heart for all the past — 
With mafiy a smile my solitude repay. 
And chase the world's ungenerous scorn away. 

" And say, when summoned &om the world and the*, 

I lay my head beneath the willow tree. 

Wilt tkau, sweet mourner ! at my stone appear. 

And soothe my parted spirit lingering near i 

Oh, ivilt thou come at evening hour to shed 

The tears of memory o'er my narrow bed i 

"With aching temples on thy hand rechned, 

Muse on the last larewell I leave behind. 

Breathe a deep sigh to winds that murmur low, 

Ajid think on all my love, and all my wo ? " 

So speaks affection, ere the infant eye 
Can look regard, or brighten in reply; 
But when the cherub lip hath leamt to dum 
A mother's ear by that endearing name; 
Soon as the playful innocent can prore 
A tear of pity, or a smile of love, 
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Or cona his iniumuring task beneath her care. 
Or lisps with holy look hia eyeniiig prayer, 
Or gazing, mutely pensive, sita to hear 
The moTimful ballad warbled in his ear ; 
How fondly looks admiring Hope the while. 
At every artieas tear, and every smile ! 
How glowa the joyous parent to descry 
A giulelese boaom, true to sympathy ! 

Where is lie troubled heart consigned to shara 
Tumultuous toils, or Bolitaiy care, 
Unblest by visionary thoughla that stray 
To count tbo joys of Fortune's better day? 
Lo, nature, life, and liberty relume 
The dim-eyed tenant of the dungeon gloom, 
A long-lost friend, or hapless cluld restored. 
Smiles at his Hazing hearth anil social board ; 
"Warm irom his heart the tears of rapture flow, 
And virtue triumphs o'er remembered wo. 

Chide not his peace, proud Reason 1 nor destroy 

The shadowy forms of uncreated joy. 

That urge tha lingering tide of life, and pour 

Spontaneous alimiber on Ms midn^ht hour. 

Hark ! the wild maniac sings, fo cMde the gale 

Ttat waffs so slow her lover's distant sail ; 

She, sad spectatress, on the wintry shore. 

Watched the rude surge Ms shroudless corse that bore, 

Knew the pale form, and, shrieking in amaze, 

Clasped her oolil hands, and fised her maddening gaze t 

Poor widowed wretch ! 'twas there she wept in vaii»i 

Till Memory fled her agonizing brain ; — 

But mercy gave, fo charm the sense of wo. 

Ideal peace, that truth could ne'er bestow ; 

Warm on her heart the joys of Fancy beam, 

And aimless Hope delights her darkcsf. dream. 
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Oft when, yon mooa has climbed the midnight aky, 

And the lone eea-bird wakes its wildest cry, 

Piled on the steep, her hiazing fagots bora 

To hail the bark that never can rctvini ; 

And still she waits, but scaiee forbears to weep 

That eonstant love can linger on the deep. 

And, mark the 'nTetch, whose wanderings never knew 
The world's regard, that soothes, though half nntrue; 
Whose ening heart the lash of sorrow bore, 
But found not pity when it erred no more. 
Yon fiiendleas man, at whose dejected eye 
Th' unfeeling proud one looks — and passes by. 
Condemned on Penury's barren path to roam. 
Scorned by the world, and left without a home — 
Even he, at evening, should he chance to stray 
Down by the hamlet's hawthorn-scented way. 
Where, round the cot's romantic glade, are seen 
The ^blossomed bean-field, and the sloping green. 
Leans o'er its humble gate, and thinks the while — 
Oh ! that for me some home like this would smile. 
Some hamlet shadfe, to yield my sickly form 
Health in the breeze, and shelter in the .storm I 
rhere should my hand no stinted boon assign 
To wretched hearts with sorrow such as mine ] 
That generous wish can soothe unpitied care, 
ind Hope half mingles with the poor man's prayer, 

Hope ! when I mourn, nith sympatliizing mind, 
The wrongs of fate, the woes of human kind. 
Thy bUsaful omens bid my spirit see 
The boundless fields of rapture yet to be ; 
I watch the wheels of Nature's mazy plan, 
And learn the future by the past of man. 

Come, bright Improvement ! on the car of Time, 
And rule the spacious world from clime to clime ; 
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Thy hanilmaid arts shaR every wild explore, 
Trace every wave, and culture overj shore. 
On Erie's banks, wtere tigers steal along. 
And the dread Indian cliants a dismal Bong, 
■Whele human fiends on midnight errands walk. 
And bathe in brains the murderous tomahawk. 
There shaU the flocks on thymy pasture stray. 
And shepherds dance at Summer's opening day : 
Each wandering genius of the lonely glen 
Shall start to view the glittering haunts of men. 
And silent watch, on woodland heights around, 
The village curfew as it tolls profound. 

In Libyan groves, where damned rites are done. 
That bathe the rooks in blood, and veil the sun. 
Truth shall arrest the murderous arm profane. 
Wild Obi flies — the veil is rent in twain. 

Whore barbarous hordes on Scythian monnfaina roam, 
Truth, Mercy, Freedom, yet shall find a home ; 
Wliere'er degraded Nature bleeds and pines. 
Prom Guinea's coast to Sibir's dreary mines. 
Truth shall pervade th" unfathomed darkness there. 
And light the dreadful features of despair — 
Hark I the stem captive spurns his heavy load, 
And asks the image back that Heaven bestowed 1 
Kerce in his eye the fire of valor bums, 
And, as the slave departs, the man returns. 

Ohl sacred Truth 1 thy triumph ceased a while. 
And Hope, thy sister, ceased witli thee to smile. 
When leagued Oppression poured fo Northern wars 
Her whiskered pandoors and her flerce hussars, 
Wai:ed her dread standard to the breeze of mom, 
Pealed her loud drum, and twanged her trumpet bom ! 
TumultuouH horror brooded o'er her van. 
Presaging wrath to Poland — and to man! 
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Warsaw's last champion from her height surveyed. 
Wide o'er the fields, a waate of ruin loud ; 
Oh, Heayen ! he cried, ray bleeding country save ! 
Is there no hand on high to shield the brave ? 
Yet, 'hough destruction sweep those lovely pl^na, 
Rise, fellow men ! our country yet remains ! 
By ttiat dread name, we wave the sword on high ! 
And swear for her to live — vrith her to die ! 

He siud, and on the rampart-heights arrayed 
His trusty warriors few, but undismayed ; 
Firm-paced and slow, a horrid &ont they form, 
SlJIl as the breeze, but dreadful as the storin ; 
Low raurmuring sounds along their banners fly, 
Revenge, or death, — the watchword and reply ; 
Then peided the notes, omnipotent to ohann. 
And the lend tocsin tolled their last alarm ! 

In vain, alas ! in vain, ye gallant few ! 
rrom rank te rank your volleyed thunder flew ; 
Oh, bloodiest picture in the book of Time, 
SarmaWa fell, unwept, without a crime ; 
Foond not a generous fiiend, a pitying foe. 
Strength in her arms, nor mercy in her wo ! 
Dropped from her nerveless grasp the shattered spear, 
Closed her bright eye, and curbed her high career; 
Hope, fbr a season, bade ttie world farewell. 
And Freedom shrieked — as Kossiusoo fell ! 

The sun went down, nor ceased the comiHge there. 
Tumultuous Murder shook the midnight air — 
On Prague's proud arch the fires of ruin glow, 
His blood-dyed waters murmuring far below; 
The storm prevails, the rampart yields away. 
Bursts tke wild cry of horror and dismay ! 
Hark I as the smouldering piles with thunder fall, 
A thousand shrieks for hopeless mercy call ! 
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Eiirth shook — red jnetnors flashed along the sky, 
And consciouB Nature shuddered at the cry 1 

Oh 1 lighteoTia Heaven ; ere Freedom found a grave, 
"Why slept the sword, omnipotent to save! 
Where ■was thine arm, O Vengeance ! where thy rod. 
That smote the foes of Zion and of God ; 
That crushed proud Amnion, when hia iron car 
Was yoked in wrath, and thundered &om afar i 
Where was the storm that slumbered till the host 
Of blood-stained Pharaoh left their trembling coast ; 
Then bade the deep in ivild commotion flow. 
Ami heaved an ocean on their march below ! 

Departed spirits of the mighty dead 1 

Ye that at Marathon and Leuctra bled ! 

Friends of the world ! restore your swords to man, 

Fight in his sacred cause, and lead the van ] 

Yet for Sarmatia's tears of blood atone, 

And make her arm pnisaant as your own ! 

Oh ! once again to Freedom's cause return 

The patriot TbIhL— -the Druos of BANNOCKEtritN I 

Yes 1 thy proud lords, nnpiWed laud 1 shall see 
That man hath yet a soul — and dare be free I 
A little while, along thy saddening plains. 
The starless night of Desolation reigns ; 
Truth shall restore the light by Nature given. 
And, like Prometheus, bring the fire of Heaven , 
Prone to the dust Oppression shall he hurled, 
Her name, her nature, withered irom the world 1 

Ye that the rising mom invidious mark, 

And hale the light — because yonr deeds are dark ; 

Ye that expanding truth invidious view. 

And think, or wish, the song of Hope untrue ; 
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Perliajis your litflo hroids presume to spam 
The march of Genius and the powers of man; 
Perhaps yo watch, at Pride's unhallowed shrine, 
Her vicSms, newly slain, and thus divine ; — 
"Here Bhall thy triumph, Genius, coase, and here 
Truth, Science, Virtue, close your short career." 

Tyrants ! in vain ye trace the wizard ring ; 

111 vain yo limit Mind's unwearied spring : 

What J can ye lull the winged winds asleep, 

Arrest the rolling world, or chain the deep ! 

No ! — the wild wave contemns your sceptred hand — 

It rolled not back when Canute gaye command ! 

Man ! can thy doom no brighter soul allow S 
Still must thou, liye a blot on Nature's brow J 
Shall War's polluted banner ne'er be furled i 
Shall Crimea and. tyrants cease but with tlie world i 
■\Vhat ! are thy triumphs, sacred Truth, belied ? 
Why then hath Plato lived, or Sidney died ! 

Ye fond adorers of departed fiime. 

Who warm at Scipio's worth, or Tully's name ! 

Ye that, in fancied vision, can admire 

The sword of Brutus, and the Theban lyre ! 

Rapt in historii: ardor, who adore 

Each classic haunt, and weH-romombeced shore. 

Where Valor tuned, amidst her chosen throng, 

The Thracian trumpet and the Spartan song; 

Or, wandering thence, behold the later charms 

Of Ei^land'B glory, and Helvetia's arms ! 

See lloman fire in Hampden's bosom swell. 

And fate and freedom in the shaft of Tell ! 

Say, ye fond zealots to the worth of yore. 

Hath Valor loft the world — to live no moro ' 

No more shall Brutus bid a tyrant die, 

Ajid sternly Bjmlo %yith vengeance in bis eye i 
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Hampden no ninre, when suffering Freedom oalla, 
Encounter Tate, and triumpli as he falls ? 
Nor Tell disolose, through peril and alarm. 
The might that slumbers in a peasant's arraf 

Yes ! in that generous cause, forever strong, 
The patriot's virtue and the poet's song. 
Still, 03 the tide of ages rolls away. 
Shall charm the world, unconscious of decay t 

Yes ! there are hearts, prophetic Hope may tmat. 
That slumber yet in uncreated dust. 
Ordained to fire th' adoring sons of earth. 
With every charm of wisdom and of worth ; 
Ordained to light, with intellectual day, 
The mazy wheels of nature as they play, 
Or, warm with Fancy's enei^y, to glow, 
4.iid rival all but Shakspcare'a name below. 

A.nd say, supernal Powers ! who deeply scan 

Ilcayen's dark decrees, unfathomed yet by man, 

When shall the world call down, to cleanse her sham^ 

That embryo spirit, yet wifliout a name, — 

That friend of Nature, whose avenging hands 

Shall burst the Libyan's adamantine hands ? 

"Who, sternly marking on his native soil 

The blood, the tears, the anguish, and the toil, 

Shall bid each righteous heart exult, to see 

Feace to the slave, and vengeance on the &eel 

Yet, yet, degraded men ! th' expected day 
That breaks your bitter cup, is far away; 
Trade, wealth, and fashion, ask you still to bleed. 
And holy men give Scripture for the deed t 
Scourged and debased, no Briton sloops to save — 
A wretch, a coward ? yes, because a slave 1 
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Eternal Nature ! when thy giant hand 

Had heaved the fiooda, and fixed tlie trembling laiid; 

When life sprang standing al thy plastic call, 

EndleSB her forms, and maa the lord of aJl ! 

Say, was that lordly form iiispired by thee, 

To wear eternal chains and bow the kneef 

Was man ordMned the elave of man to toil. 

Yoked with the brutes, and fettered to the soil ; 

Weighed in a tj-rnnt'a balance with his gold? 

No ! — Nature atamped us in a heavenly mould I 

She bade no wretch his thankless lahor urge, 

Nor, trembling, take the pittance and the scourge j 

No homeless Libyan, on the stormy deep. 

To call upon his country's name, and weep ! 

Lo ! once in triumph, on his boundless plain; 
The quivered chief of Congo loved to reign ] 
With Area proportioned to his native sky. 
Strength in his ami, and lightning in Ms eye i 
Scoured with wild feet his sun-iHnmined zone, 
The spear, the Kon, and the woods, his own ! 
Or led the combat, hold without a plan, 
An artless savage, but a fearless man ! 

The plunderer caroe ! — alas ! wo glory smiles 
For Congo's chieii on yonder Indian isles ; 
Forever iaU'n ! — no son of Nature now. 
With rroedom chartered on his manly brow ! 
Faint, bleeding, bound, he weeps the night away, 
And when the sea-wind waits Ikhe dewless day. 
Starts, nith a bursting heart, for evermore 
To curse the sun that lights their guilty shore ! 

The shrill horn blew ; at that alaiuni knell 
His guardian angel took a last farewell ! 
That funeral dirge to darkness hath reaigued 
The fiery grandeur of a generous mind ! 
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Poor fettered man [ I hear thee whiaperiEg low 
Tlnliallowed vows to Guilt, tte cHlJ of Wo I 
Priendless thy heart; and canst tbou harbor thcie 
A wish but death — s. passion, but despair ? 

The widowed I idian w hen her lor i expires, 
llou its the dread pilt and brwLS liie funeral fires I 
So lalU the heart at Tliraldom s bitttt = gh ! 
So ^ irtue dies the spouse of Libertj ' 

But not to labyis barren climes alone 
1) fhili, or the wild Sibenii zone 
Bel ng the wTctched heart and haggard eye, 
Dtgr ided w orth and poor misfortune s aigh ! 
■5. e orient realms ■where Ganges w atera run ! 
Prrliiic fiells dimimona of the sun 
Hiw long your tnbcs have trembled and obeyed f 
How Img was Tmiour s iron centre swayed, 
Who-e mir^halled hosti the lions ol the plain, 
From Scythias northern mountamg to the main, 
Kaged o er J our plundered shimcs and altars bare, 
'\\j.th blazing torch and gorv cimcler — 
Stuuiel with the tries ot death eath gentle gale. 
And bithed m blood the verdure of the Tale ! 
Ytt could ni pangs the imm/irtal sjint tame, 
■\VI en Brama s children periaho 1 for his name, 
The mirtiT "miled btneith aTCn,an lower, 
And brayc I the tyrant m hia torturmg hour ! 

T\"htn Europe sought jour "ubject realms to gain, 
And Btreti-hed hor giant sceptre er the main. 
Taught her proud b<irks the wmdrng wav to shape, 
And brtyed the stormy Spirit of the Cvpe ; 
Children of Brama ! then was Mercy mgh 
To wash the stain of blood's eternal dye? 
Did Peace descoad, to triumph and to save, 
When frccborn Britons crossed the. Indian wave! 
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All, no I — to more fhan Rome's ambition true. 
The Nurse of Precdom gare it not to you ! 
She the boH route of Europe's guilt began. 
And, in the march of nationa, led the van ! 

lUcti in the gems of India's gaudy zone. 

And plunder piled &om. kingdoms not their own, 

Degenerate trade ! thy minions could desipiae 

The heart-boru anguish of a thousand criea ; 

Could loelt, with impious hands, their teeming store, 

"While lamishcd nations died along the shore : 

Could mock the groans of fellow-men, and bear 

The curse of kingdoms peopjen with despair ; 

Could stamp disgrace ou man's polluted name. 

And barter, with their gold, eternal shame 1 

But hark I as bowed to earth the Bramin kneels, 
!From heayenly climes propitious thunder peals ! 
Of India's fate her guardian spirits tell. 
Prophetic murmurs breathing on the shell, 
And solemn sounds that awe the listening mind, 
lioll on the azure paths of every wind. 

" Foes of mankind 1 (her guardian spirits say,) 

Hovolving ages bring the bitter day. 

When heaven's nnerriug arm shall faU on you. 

And blood for blood these Indian plains bedew ; 

Nino times have Brama's wheels of lightning hurled 

His awful presence o'er the olarmed world ; 

Nine times hath Guilt, through all hia giant frame, 

Convulsiye trembled, as the Mighty came ; 

Nine times hath suffering Mercy spared in vain — 

But Heaven shall burst her starry gates again ! 

He comes ! dread Brama shakes the sunless sky 

■With murmuring wrath, and thunders from on high, 

Heaven's fiery horae, beneath his warrior form. 

Paws the light clouds, and gallops on the storm ! 
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Wide waves his flicltering aword ; iiia brigtt arms 
Like smnaicr suns, and liglit the world below ! 
Earth, and her trembling isles in Ocean's bed, 
Ace shook ; and Nature rocks beneath his tread ! 

" To pour redress on India's injured realm. 
The oppressor to dethrone, the proud to whelm ; 
To chase dcstmction &om her plundered shoro 
With arts and arms that triumphed ones before. 
The. tenth Avatar comes i at HeiTfin's command 
Shall Scriawattee ware her hallowed wand ! 
And Camdco bright, and Ganesa sublime. 
Shall bless with joj- their own propitions olime I — 
Come, HeaTenly Powera ! prjmeyal peace restore ! 
Loyel — Mcroy — Wiadoml — rule tot e 
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THE PIEASDUES 01 HOPE. 



In joyous youth, what soul hath never known 
Thought, feeling, taste, haxmoneous to its own! 
Who hath not pansed while Beauty's pensive eye 
Asked ifoiQ his heart the homage of a sigh ? 
"Wlio hath not owned, with rapture-smitten, frame, 
The power of grace, the magic of a name i 

There be, perhaps, who barren hearts byow, 
Cold as the rocks ou Tomeo's hoary bi i n j 
Th b wh se lOTeless wisdom never tailed. 
In ad ru g pride securely mailed -. — 
Bu tnumph not, ye peace-enamored few ! 
Pit 1\ u Genius, never dwelt with you ! 
F n fancy consecrates the scene 

Ti re ptur uttered yob's, and wept between ; 
u unmoved, to sever and to meet ; 
I\ p dg 13 lacred, and no home is sweet ! 

■\ Ti h w lid ask a heart to dulncss wcii, 
Th V. calm, the slumber of the dead? 

No ; the wild hliss of Nature needs alloy. 
And fear and sorrow fan the fire of joy 1 
And say, without our hopes, without our fears, 
Without the tome that plighted lovo endears. 
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TiJJ Hymen brought liia love-deliglited hour, 

There dwelt no J07 in Edon's rosy bower ! 

In vain the yiewlcsa seraph lingeiiiig tliore. 

At starry midnight ohanced the silent air ; 

In vain the wild-bird carolled on the steep, 

To hail the sun, slow wheeling from the deep ; 

In vain, to soothe the solitary shade, 

Aiirial notes in mingling measure plaj'ed ; 

The summer wind that shook the spangled tree. 

The whispering wave, the murmiir of the bee ; — 

SliU slowly passed the melanclioly day. 

And still the stranger wist not where to stray. 

The world was sad ! — the garden was a wild ! 

And man, the hermit, sighed - till woman smiled ) 

Tme, the sad power to generous hearts may bring 
Delirious anguish on his fiery wing ; 
Barred from delight by Fate's untimely hand, 
By wealthlcss lot, or pitiless command i 
Or doomed to gazo on beauties that adorn 
The smile of triumph or the &own of scorn ; 
While Memory watches o'er the sad review 
Of joys that faded like the morning dew; 
Peace may depart — and life and nature seem 
A barren path, a wildness, and a dream ! 

But can the noble mind forever brood. 

The willing victim of a weary mood. 

On heartless cares that squander life away, 

And doud young Genius br^htening into day ? — 

Sliflme to the coward thought that e'er betrayed 

'The noon of manhoed to a myrtle shade ! — 

If HorE's creative spirit can not raise 

One trophy sacred to thy future days. 
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Scorn thn dull crowd that taimt the gloomy ahrine. 

Of hopeless love to mumiur and repine ! 

But, should a sigh of milder mood express 

Thy heart-warm wishes, true to happiness, 

Should Heaven's fair harbinger delight to pour 

Her hlissful visions on thy pensive hour, 

No tear to blot thy memory's pictured page. 

No fears but such as fancy can assuage ; 

Though thy wild heart some hapless hour may miss 

The peacefvd tenor of unvaried bliss, 

(For love pursues an ever-devious race. 

True to the winding lineaments of grace ; ) 

Yet still may Hope her talisman employ 

To snatch from Heaven anticipated joy. 

And aU her kindred enei^s impart 

That bum the brightest in the purest heart. 

"When first the Ehodian's mimic art arrayed 

The queen of Beauty in her Cyprian shade, 

ITie happy master mingled on his piece 

Each look that charmed him. m the feir of Oieece. 

To faultless Nature true, he stole a grace 

Prom every finer form and sweeter face ; 

And as he sojourned on the iEgean isles, 

Wooed all their love, and treasured all their smiles ; 

Then glowed the tints, pure, precious, and refined, 

And mortal charms seemed heavenly when combined ! 

Love on the picture smiled ] Expression poured 

Her mingling spirit there — and Greece adored ! 

So thy fair hand, enamored Fancy ! gleans 
The treasured pictures of a thonsand scenes i 
Tny pencil traces on the lover's thought 
Some cottage-home, from towns and toil remote. 
Where love and lore may claim alternate hours. 
With Peace embosomed in Idalian bowers I 
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llpmoto from busy Life's bewildered wiy, 

O'er oil Wa heart shall Taate and Beauty sway 1 

Free on the sunny slope or winding shore, 

With hermit steps to wander and adore I 

Thoro shall he love, when genial mom appeara, 

Like penaire Beauty smiling in her tears, 

To watch (Jie brightening roses of the sky, 

And muse on Nature with a poet's eye ! — 

And when the sun's last splendor lights the deep. 

The woods and wavea. and mnrmnring winds asleep, 

■When fairy harps the Hesperian planet hail. 

And the lone cuckoo sighs along the Yale, 

His path shall be where atreamy mountains swell 

Their shadowy grandeur o'er Ihe narrow dell. 

Where mouldering piles ajid forests intervene. 

Mingling with darker tints the living green ; 

No circling hills hia ravished eye to hounil, 

Heaven, Earth, and Ocean, blazing all around. 



The moon is up — the watch-tower dimly bums — 

And down the vale hix sober step returns j 

But pausea oft, as winding rocka convey 

The still sweet fall of music far away ; 

And oft he lingers trran his home awhile 

To watch flie dying notes ! — and start, and smile I 

Let winter come 1 let p Jar spirits sweep 

The darkening world, and fempeat-troubled deep ! 

Though boundless anows the withered heath deform, 

And the dim Bun scarce wanders through the atomi. 

Yet shall the smile of social love repay. 

With mental light, the melancholy day ! 

And, when its short and sullen noon is o'er, 

The ice-chained waters slumbering on the shore, 

How bright the fagots in hia little hall 

Blaze on the hearth, and warm the pictured walll 
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How blest he nnmea, in Love's familial tone. 
The kind, fair friend, by nature instked his own ; 
And, in the waveless minor of hia mind, 
Views the fleet years of pleasure left behind. 
Since ■when her empire o'er hia heart began 1 
Suioe first he called her hia before the holy man ! 

Trim the gay taper in his mslic doms. 

And light the wintry paradise of home ; 

And let the half-unciirtaineii window hail 

Some way-worn man benighted in the yalel 

Now, while the moaning niglit-ivind rages high. 

As sweep the shot-stars down ttie troubled sky, 

Wliile fiery hosts in Heaven's wide eircle play. 

And bathe in lurid l%ht the milky-way, 

Safe from the storm, the meteor, and the shower, 

Some pleasing page shall eliann the solemn hour — 

With pathos shull command, with wit beguile, 

A generous tear of anguish, or a smile — 

Thy woes, Arion ! and thy simple tale, 

O'er bU the heart shall triumph and prev^l ! 

Charmed as they read the verse too sadly true. 

How gallant Albert, and his weary crew. 

Heaved all their guns, their filundering bark to Save, 

And toiled — and ^irieked — and perished on the way 

Yes, at the dead of night, by Lomia's steep, 
The seaman's cry was heard along the deep; 
There on his funeral waters, dark and wild. 
The dying father blessed his darling child 1 
Oh ! Mercy, shield her innocence, he cried. 
Spent on the prayer hia bursting heait, and died ! 

Or they ■will learn how generous worth suhlimes 
The robber Moor, and pleads for all his crimes 1 
Holt poor Amelia kissed, wiUi many a tear, 
Hia hand, blood-stained, but ever, ever dear ! 
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Hmig on flie tortiirei bosom of her lard, 
And wept and prayed perdition from, his sword ! 
Nor sought in Tain ! at that heart-piercing cry 
The strings of Nature cracked with agony i 
He, with delirious laugh, the dagger hurled, 
And burst the tics that bound him to the world ! 

Turn from his dyii^ words, that smite with steel 
The shuddering thoughts, or wind them on the wheel- 
Turn to the gentler melodies that suit 
Thalia's harp, or Pan's Arcadian lute ; 
Or, down the stream of Truth's hietorio page. 
From dime to dime descend, from age to age ! 

Yet there, perhaps, may darker scenes obtrude 
Than Fancy fashions in her wildest mood ; 
There shall he pause with horrent brow, to rate 
What milliona died — that Ciesar might be great ! 
Or learn the fate that bleeding thousands bore. 
Marched by their Charles to Dnieper's swampy shore I 
Faint in his wounds and shivering in the blast. 
The Swedjah soldier sunk — and groaned his lost! 
Pile after file the stormy showers bommib. 
Freeze every standard-sheet, and hush the drum 1 
Horseman and horse confessed the bitter pang, 
And arms and warriors fell with hollow dang ! 
Yet, ere he sunk in Nature's last repose, 
Ere life's wann torrent to the fountain froze. 
The dying man to Sweden turned his eye, 
Thought of his home, and closed it with a sigh ! 
Imperial Pride looked sullen on his plight. 
And Charles beheld — nor shuddered at the sight ! 

Above, below, in Ocean, Earth, and Sky, 
Thy fairy worlds, Imagination, ho, 
And Hope attends, companion of the way. 
Thy dream by night, thy visions of the day 1 
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In yonder pensile orb, and every sphere 

That gems the starry girdle of the year ; 

la thoee iinmdhsured words, she bids thee tell. 

Pure Iroin their God, created millions dwell, 

Whose names and natures, unrevealed below. 

We yet shaU leacn, and n^onder as we know ; 

For, as lona's saint, a giant form. 

Throned on her towera, conTcrsing with the storm 

(When o'er each Runic alter, weed-entivined. 

The vesper eloek tolls mournful to tho wind,) 

Counts every wave-worn isle, and mountain hoar, 

From KUda to the green leme's shore ; 

So, when thy pure and renovated mind 

This perishable dust hath left behind. 

Thy seraph eye shall count the starry toain. 

Like distant isles embosomed in the main ; 

Rapt to the shrine where motion first began, 

And light and life in mingling torrent ran ; 

From, whence each bright rotundity was hurled, 

The throne of God, — the eenlie of the world! 



Oh ! vainly vnse, the moral Muse hath sung 
That suasive Hope hath but a Syren tongue 1 
True ; she may sport with life's untutored day. 
Nor heed the solace of its last decay, 
The guileless heart hor happy mansion spurn, 
And part, Hke Agut — never to return ! 

But, yet, methinks, when Wisdom ahall assuage 

The grief and passions of our greener age. 

Though dull tho close of life, and far away 

Each flower that hailed the dawning of the day: 

Yet o'er her lovely hopes, that once were dear, 

The time-taught spirit, pensive, not severe. 

With milder griels her aged eye shall fill. 

And weep their falsehood, though she loves them still I 
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TliTia, with forgiving tears, and reconciled, 
Tte king of Judah mourned his rebel child ! 
Musing on days, when yet the guiltieaa B&y 
Smiled on liis sire, and fill«d his heart with, joyl 
My Absalom ! the Yoice of Nature cried, 
Oh ! that for thco thy father eould have died ! 
Tor bloody was the deed, and rashly done. 
That slew my Absalom ! — my son! — my son! 



Unfading Hope ! when life's last emhers bum. 
When eoul to soul, and dust to dost return ! 
Heaven to thy charge resigns the awful hour I 
Oh ] then, thy kingdom comes ! Immortal Power I 
What though each spaik of earth-bom rapture fly 
The quivering lip, pale cheek, and closing eye [. 
Bright to the soul thy seraph hands tonTey 
The morning dream, of life's eternal day — 
Then, then, the teiumph and the trance begin. 
And all the phoaiiz spirit bums within I 

Oh ! deep-enchanting prelude to repose. 
The dawn of bliss. Hie twilight of our woea 1 
Yet half I hear the panting spirit sigh. 
It is a dread and awful thing to die 1 
Mysterious worlds, untiravelled by the sun ! 
Where Time's far wandering tide has never run, 
From your unfathomed shades, and viewless spheres, 
A warning comes, unheard by other ears. 
'Tis Heaven's commanding trumpet, long and loud. 
Like Sinai's thunder, pealing &om the cloud ! 
'V\'hilc Nature hears, with terror-mingled trust, 
The shock that hurls her fiibrio to the dust : 
And, like the trembling Hebrew, when he trod 
The roaring waves, and called upon hia God, 
With mortal terrors clouds immortal bliss, 
And shrieks, and hovers o'er the dark abyss ! 
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Daughler of Fiuth, awake, arise, iUiinie 
The dread lintnown, the chaos of tte tomb ; 
Melt, and dispel, ye spectre- doubta, that roll 
Cimmerian darkness o'er the parting soul ! 
Fly, like the moon-eyed herald of Dismay, 
Chased on hia night-steed liy the star of day! 
The strife is o'er — the panga of Nature close, 
And life's last rapture triumphs o'er her woes. 
Hark ! as the spirit eyes, with eagle gone. 
The noon of Heaven undazzled by iho blaze, 
On heavenly winds that waft her to the eky, 
Float tlio flweet tones of star-born melody ; 
■Wild as that hallowed anthem sent to hail 
Bethlehem's shepherds in the lonely vale, 
■When Jordan hushed his waves, and midnight atiU 
Watched on the holy toweiB of Zion hill i 



Soul of the jii£t 1 companion of the dead ! 
"Where is thy home, and whither art thou fled f 
Back to its heavenly source thy being goes. 
Swift aa the comet wheels to whence he rose ; 
Doomed on his airy path awhile to bum. 
And doomed, like thee, to travel, and return. — 
Hark ! from the world's exploding centre driven, 
"With soimde that shook the firmament of Heaven, 
Careers tie fiery giant, fast and far, 
On bickering "wheels, and adamantine car; 
From planet whirled to planet more remote. 
He visits realms beyond the reach of thought ; 
Tiul, wheeling homeward, when his course is rim. 
Curbs the red yoke, and mingles with the sun 1 
So hath the traveller of earth unfurled 
Her trembling wings, emerging from the world j 
And o'er the path by mortal never trod. 
Sprung to her sonice, the bosom of her God I 
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Gh ! lives there, Heaven ! beneath thy dread cspnnse, 

Ono hopeless, dar'- idolater of Chance 

Content to feed, with pleasuroa unrefined, 

Tho lukewarm passiona of a lowly niind ; 

"VVho, mouldoring earthward, "reft of every trust, 

In joyless union wedded to the dust, 

Could all his parting energy dismiss, 

And call thia biffren world sufficient blisa? — 

There live, alas 1 of heaven- directed mien. 

Of cultuxod soul, and sapient eye serene, 

"Who hail thee, Man i the pi^im of a day. 

Spouse of the worm, and brother of the clay, 

Frail as the leaf in Autumn's yellow bower, 

Duat in the wind, or dew upon the flower ; 

A friendless alavH, a ohUd without a sire. 

Whoso mortal life, and momentary fire. 

Light to the grave his chance- created form. 

As ocean- wreeliH illuminate tlie storm ; 

And, when the gun's tremendous flash is o'er, 

To night and sileju^e sink for evermore i — 

Are these the pompous tidings ye proclaim. 

Lights of the world, and demi-gods of Fame! 

Is this your triumph — this your proud applause, 

Children of Truth, anil champions of her cause } 

For this hath Science searched, on weary wing, 

By shore and sea — each mute and living thing I 

Launched with Iberia's pilot &om the steep. 

To worlds unknown and isles boyoud the deep f 

Or round the cope her living chariot driven, 

And wheeled in. triumph through the signs of Heaven, 

Oh 1 star-eyed Science, hast thou wandered there, 

To wafi us home the messago of despair ? 

Then hind the palm, thy sage's brow to suit. 

Of blasted leaf, and death- distilling fruit 1 

Ah mc 1 tho laurelled wreath that Murder rears, 

Blood-nnrscd, and watered by tho widow's tears. 
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8ecma not ao foul, ao tainted, and so dread. 
As waves the night-shade round the skeptic kcad. 
What is the bigot's torch, tie tyrant's chain! 
1 smile on death, if Heaven- ward Hope remain : 
But, if the warring winds of Nature's strife 
Be all the faithlesa charter of my life, 
If Chance awakened, inesorable power, 
This frail and feverish, being of an hour; 
Doomed o'er tiie world's precarious scene to sweep. 
Swift BS the tempest travels on the doep. 
To know Delight but by her parting smile. 
And toil, and wish, and weep a little while ; 
TTicn melt, ye elementa, that formed in Tain 
This troubled pulse, and visionary brain ! 
Fade, ye wild Bowers, memorials of my doom, 
And sink, ye stars, that light me to the tomb 1 
Truth, ever lovely, — since the world began. 
The foe of tyrants, and the friend of man, — 
How can thy words from balmy slumber start 
Reposing Virtue, pillowed on the heart 1 
Yet, if thy voice the nota of thunder rolled. 
And that were tiue which Nature never told, 
Let Wisdom Bmile not on her conquered field ; 
No rapture dawns, no treasure is revealed 1 
Oh ! let her read, nor loudly, nor elate. 
The doom that bars us from a better fate ; 
But, sad as angels for the good man's sin. 
Weep to record, and blush to give it in ! 

Anil woll mnu 'Dniibf. tTin mntlinr nf DlBmi^y 
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Poor lost Alonzo ! Pate's ncgleetcd child ! 

Mild be the doom of Heaven — as thou wert mild ! 

For oh I thy heart in holy mould, was cast, 

And all thy deeds were blamelesa, but the last. 

Poor lost Alonzo I still I seem to hear 

The clod that struck thy hollow -sounding bier ! 

■\VlLcn Fiiendship paid, in speechless aorrow drowned. 

Thy midnight rites, but not on hallowed ground ! 

Cease, every joy, to glimmer on my mind, 

But leave — oh! leave the light of Hope Ijchind [ 

^Vhnt though my winged hours of hlias have been. 

Like angel-visits, few and far between, 

Iler musing mood shall every pang appease. 

And chaim — when pleasures lose the power to please I 

Yes ; let each rapture, dear to Nature, flee : 

Close not the light of Fortune's stormy sea — 

Mirth, Music, Priendahip, Love's propitious smile. 

Chase every care, and charm a httie while. 

Ecstatic throbs the flattering heart employ. 

And all her strii^ are harmonized to joy ! — 

But why so short is Love's delighted hour ? 

Why fades the dew on Beauty's sweetest flower? 

■Why can no hynmed charm of music heal 

The sleepless woes impassioned spirits feclf 

Can Fancy's fairy hands no vol create. 

To hide the sad realities of fate ? ^ 

No ! not the quaint remark, the sapient rule, 
Nor all the prido of "Wisdom's worldly school. 
Have power to soothe, unaided and alone, 
The heai't that vibrates to a feeling tone I 
When stepdame Nature every blisfl recalls. 
Fleet as the meteor o'er the desert falls; 
^Vhen, 'reft of all, yon widowed sire appears 
A lonely hermit in the vale of years ; 
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Say, can the wotld one joyoua thought bestow 
To Friendship weeping at tte couch of "Wo f 
No 1 but a brighter soothes the laat adieu, — 
Bowls of impassioned mould, she speaks to you ! 
Weep not, she says, at Nature's transient pain, 
Congcinal spirits part to meet again ! 



%Vh.Ht plaintive sobs fliy filial spirit drew. 
What sorrow choked thy long and last adieu ! 
Daughter oC Conrad! when he heard his knell. 
And bade his coimtiy and his child fare«'ell ! 
Doomed the long isles of Sydney-cove to see, 
The martyr of his erimos, but true to thee? 
Thrice the sad father tore thee from his heart. 
And thrice returned, to bless thee, and to part; 
Thrice fcom his trembling lips he murmured low 
The plaint that owned unutterable wo; 
Till Faith, prevailing o'er his sullen doom. 
As bursts the mom on night's unfathomed gloom. 
Lured his dim eye to deathless hopes sublime. 
Beyond the reahns of Nature and of Time 1 



" And weep not thus,*' he cried, " young Ellenore, 
My bosom bleeds, but soon shall bleed no more 1 
Short shall this half-estinguLshed spirit burn. 
And soon these limbs le kindred dust return 1 
But not, my child, with life's prccarions fire. 
The immortal ties of Nature shall expire; 
These shall resist the triumph of decay, 
\Vhen time is o'er, and worfds have passed away 1 
Cold in the dust tJiis perished he^t may lie, 
But that which warmed it once shall never die ! 
That spark unburied in its mortal frame, 
With living light, eternal, and the same. 
Shall beam on Joy's interminable years, 



'ItiveiJed by darkness — unassuagcd by t 



n! 
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"Yet, on the iMitren shore and stormy deep. 
One tcdioua ivatcli is Conrad doomed to weop ; 
But wicn I gain the home without a Mend, 
And press the uneasy couch where none attend. 
This last embrace, still ehctished in my heart. 
Shall calm the slmggliiig spirit ere it part I 
ITiy darling form shall seem to hover nigh, 
And hush the groan of life's ast agony 

" ParowcU ! when strangers lift thy fetiier's bier. 
And place ray nameless stone without a tear ; 
When each returning pledge hath told my child 
That Conrad's tomb is on the desert piled ; 
And when the dream of troutlod Fancy sees 
Its lonely rani grass waving in the breeze ; 
Who then will soothe thy grief, when mine is o'er! 
Who will protect thee, helpless Ellenore! 
Shall secret scenes thy filial aoixows hide, 
Scorned by the world, to factious guilt allied i 
Ah 1 no i raethinks the generous and the good 
WUl woo thee from the shades of solitude ! 
O'er friendless grief compassion shall awake, 
And am li e on iimocence, for Mercy's sake [ " 

Inspiring thought of rapture yet to be, 

The tears of Love were hopeless, but for thee ! 

If in that frame no deathless spirit dwell. 

If that fiunt uiurmnr be the last farewell. 

If Pate unite the faithful but to pan, 

Why is their memory sacred to the heart! 

"Why does the brother of my childhood seem 

Res(»)red awhile in every pleasing dream? 

Why do I joy the lonely spot lo view, 

Ey artless friendship blessed when life was now! 

Eternal Hope ! when yonder spheres sublime 
Pealed their first notes to sound tlie march of Time, 
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Thy jojTDua youtt began ~ but not fo fcde. — w 
■\VTieii all the sister planeta have decayed; 
When wrapt in fire the ceolma of ether glow. 
And HeaTen'a last thunder shakes the world below; 
Thou, undismayed, ehalt o'er the ruins smile, 
And Hght thy torch at Nature's funeral pQe. 
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ANALYSIS — PAKT B. 

generom aiid loeial SenaibtLily— nlliiaiDB u> inxt beautiAiL passage in 
of raradise ilseif Incoiiipleie, till Love W88 superadded lo its olher 

pleasing in our eatlmale of happiness, conipared ID Die skill of Ihe great 
uiial who penoaiiied perfecl bcauly, in the plcluni of Venua, by an 

Kimer evening desonlied, as Ihey may be supposed lo aiiae in Ihe miiyl 

live momeiils vhen oui imagionllon waiiJers beyond Ilia boundories d 

Eliall gome day have a widei and mors duliiicl prospecl of Ihe uiiiversa, 
instead of Ihe panial giimpse We now enjoy. 

The lasi and mosl Euhlime inflnenoe of Hope ie Ihe concluding topic 
philosophy which bars us from siicli conitorls— altaeion lo (he fsie of a 
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GERTUUDE Of WYOKING. 
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UERiailBE OF TYOHING. 



On Sitsqtteliimns'B side fair WTomina;! 

Althnugli the vnld iloiier on thy ruined wall 

And loqflcsa hon ea a sad remembrii ce bring 

01 HbaC thy gentle people did befiU 

Yet thou wert once the loTeliLit land of all 

ITiit see the Atlantic »a\e their mom restore 

S-HLCt land I ma-v I th^ lost dtli.hts recUI 

And piint thj Grcrtrult in her bo«cra of jort, 

^iTiose beautr w as the lo> e of Tennsyh ami & shore ! 



llelightftd Wvoming ' beneath tliy fclue^ 
Si^JiSEEl 8fejf]i«>l,j5waujs had nonjit to do 
But feed their flocks on green declivitiea, 
Or skim pcnhance thv lake iMth light canoe, 
From mom till evemng s ewcettr pastime grew, 
With timbrel when beneath the forests brown. 
Thy loTcly ni'udens n ould the dance renew , 
And aye thnic sunn\ mouitajis half nav down 
Would ettho fli^elet from si 
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Then, where of Indian hills the daylight takes 
His leave, how might you the Samingo see 
Disporling like a meteor on the lakes — 
And playful squirrel on Ma nut-grown tree : 
And every sound of life was full of glee. 
From raerry mock-bird's song, or hum of men; 
"While hearkening, fearing nought their revelry, 
The wild deer arched hia neck from gladea, and then, 
Unhunted, sought his wooda and wilderness again. 



And Beaice had Wyoming of war or crime 

Hoard, but in transatlantic story rung. 

For here the exile met from every clims. 

And spoke in friendship every distant tcoigue; 

Men from the blood of warring Europe Sprang 

"Were but divided by the running brf)ok ; 

And happy where no Rhenish trumpet sung. 

On plains no sieging mine's volcano shook. 

The bine-eyed German changed his sword to pruning- 

Nor fax some Andalusian saraband . 

Would sound to many a native roundelay — 

But who is he t^at yet a, dearer land 

Remembers, over bills and far away ? 

Green Albin ! * what though he no more survey 

Thy ships at anchor on the quiet ehore, 

Thy pellochst rolling from the mountain bay. 

Thy lone sepulchral cairn upon the moor, 

And distant isles that hear the loud Corbrechtant roar! 
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Alas ! poor Caledoma'B mountaineer, 
Tliat want'o stem edict e'er, and feudal (jrief, 
Had fiircpj liim from a liome he loved so dear ! 
Tet found lie here a home, and glad relief, 
Aiid plied the beverage from hia own fair eheaf, 
lliat fired Ms Highland l>lood with mickle glee : 
Ajid England sent her men, of men the chief, 
"Who taught those aires of Empire yet to be. 
To plant the tree of life, — to plant fair Freedom's 



Here was not mingled in the citj^s pomp 
Of life's extremes the grandeur and the gloom; 
Judgment awoke not here her dismal tromp. 
Nor sealed in blood n fellow-creature's doom. 
Nor mourned the captive in a living tomh. 
One venerable man, beloved of all. 
Sufficed, where innocence was yet in bloom, 
To sway the strife, that seldom might befall ; 
And Albert was their judge in patriarchal >inll- 



How reverend was the look, serenely aged, 
He bore, this gentle Pennaylvanian are. 
Where all but kindly fervors were assuaged, 
Undimmed by weakness shade, or turbid ire ! 
And though, amidst the cahn of thought entiro 
Some high and haughty features might betray 
A soul impetuous once, 'twas earthly ilre 
That fled composure's intellectual cay, 
Aa Etna's fites grow dim before the rising day. 



I boast no song in magic wonders rife. 

But yet, oh Nature ! is there naught to prize, 
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ad mild 


m h 71 np ae, 
he 1 HE of -Ubcrt smiled, 
noonl y alk — ahe iraa hia only child 



The rose of England tloomed on Gertnidc's cheek — 

"What though these shades had seen her birth, her ehe 

A Eriloii's independence taught to seek 

Par ives'.em worlds ; and there hia household Ere 

The light of social lore did long inspire, 

And many a halcyon day he hved to see 

Unbroken hut by one miafortune dire, 

TVhcn fate had reft hia mutual heart — biit she 

Waa gone — and Gerlrude climbed a Tridowed father"! 

A loved bequest, — and I may half impart — 

To them that feel the strong paternal lie. 

How like a new existence to his heart 

That Uving flower ujirose beneath his eye. 

Dear as she was from cherub infancy. 

From hours when ahe would round his garden play, 

To time when us the ripening years went by. 

Her loTcly mind OOuld culture well repay, 

And more engaging grew, from pleasing day to day. 



I rai} not pamt tliose thonsind inlint charma 
(Unconi-tious fascmatioii, undesijied') 
The OIl3o^ repelled m his irms. 
For God to ble=B her aire and all mankind ; 
The honk, the bosom on his knee rvlined. 
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Or liow swept fairy-lore he licai-ii her con, 
(Tlie plajmate ere tho teacher of li^r mind ;) 
AU uncompanioned else her heart had gone 
Till now, Id. Gertnide'a eyes, their ninth blue sum 
shone. 

And eimiiner was the tide, and sweet the hour, 
When sire and daughter saw, mth fleet descent. 
An Indian from his bark approach their bower, 
Of busldned limb, and 8warlh7 lineament j 
The red wild feathers on his brow were blent, 
And bracelets bound the arm that helped to light 
A boy, who seemed, as he beside him went. 
Of Christian Testure, and complexion bright, 
I*d by his dusky guide, like morning brought by ni 



Yet pensiye seemed the boy for one so young — 

The dimple from his polished cheek had fled l 

When, leaning on his forest-bow unstrung. 

The Ondda warrior to the planter said. 

And laid his hand upon the stripling's head, 

" Peace he to thee I my words this belt approve ; 

The paths of peace my aleps have hither led ; 

This little uiirsling, take him to thy love, 

And shield the bird uniledged, since gone the parent dora. 



" Christian ! I am the foeman of thy foe ; 
Our wampum league thy bretlircn did embrace : 
Upon the Slichagan, three moona ago, 
"We launched our pirogues for tho bison chase. 
And with the Hurons planted for a space, 
"With true and £uthful hands, the olive-stalk ; 
But snakes are in tho bosoms of their rncc. 
And tliough they held with ns a friendly talk. 
The hollow peace tree fcU bentath the tomahawk. I 
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" It was encamping on the lake's far port, 

A cry of Areouski " broke our sleep. 

Where stormed an ambushed foe lliy nation's fort. 

And rapid, rapid "whoops came o'er the deep ; 

But long thy country's war-sign on the steep 

Appeared through ghastly mtermls of light. 

And dealhfully ll.eir thunders seemed to sweep, 

Till utter darkness swQllomed up the sight, 

As if a shower of blood had quenched the fiery fight ! 



"It slept — it rose again — on high their tower 

Sprung upwards like a torch to hght tho sldes^ 

Then down again it rained an ember shower, • 

And louder lamentations heard we rise ; 

Ae when tho evil Manitou that dries 

The Ohio woods, consumes them in liis iro. 

In vain the desolated panther flies, 

And howls amidst his wilderness of fii'e ; 

Alas ! too late, we reached and smote those Hurons dire i 



'■But as the fox beneath the nobler hound, 
So died their warriors by Our battle-brand ; 
And from the tree we, with her child, unbound 
A lonely mother of the Christian land ; — 
Her lord — the captain of the British band 
Amidst the alaughtflr of his soldiers lay. 
Suatee know the H-idow our delivering hand ; 
Upon her child she sobbed, and Bwooned away, 
Or shrieked unto the God to whom the Cristians 
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" Ooi -vi^ina fed hra with their kindly bowla 

Of fevei 'haiia and sweet s^amile : 

But she was journeying to the land of souls, 

And lifted up her dying head to pray 

That we should bid an anci^t friend convey 

Her orphan to his home of England's shore ; 

And take, she said, this token far away, 

To one that will remember us of yore, 

"VVheii he beholds the ring that Waldegrave's Julia w 



"And I, the eacle of my tnbe, have roBbed 

With this lorn doye" — A safje s itlf commmd 

Had quelled the fears from Alberta heirt thit gushed j 

But yet his cheek — his agitated hand — 

Tliit showered upon (he stranger of the Vmi 

N) common boon, in gnef but ill beguiled 

A sjul that was not wont to be munanncd , 

^^Aiid stay, he cned, * dear pilgnm of the wUd, 

Tre'erver of my old, my boon tompamon s child' 



" Child of a race -whose name my bosom w jms, 
On earth's remotest bounds how welcome here ! 
Whose mother ott, a chEd, has filled these arms, 
Young as Ihyeelfi and innocently dear, 
Whose grandaire was my early life's compeer. 
Ah, happiest home of England's happy clime ! 
How beautiful even now thy scenes appear, 
As ig tlie noon and sunshine of my prime ! 
How gone like yesterday these thrice ten years of ti 
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" And Julia ! wlien. thou, wert like Grertmde now, 

Cnn I forget thee, favorite child of jore i 

Or thought I, ill thy father's house, when, thou 

Wert lightest hearted on his festiro floor. 

And first of all his hospitable dooT 

To meet and kiss me at my journey's cnd> 

But where was I when WoldegraTe was no more? 

And thou didst pale thy gentle hand estend 

In woes, that eren the tribe of deserts was thy &iond ! '' 



He said — and strained unto his heart the boy ; - 
Far differently, the mute Oneida took 
His calumet of peace, and cup of joy ; 
As nionnmentnl bronze unchanged his look; 
A Boul that pity touched, but never shook; 
Trained from liis tree-rocked erodle to his bier 
The fierce extreme of good and ill to brook 
Impassive — fearing but the shame of fear — 
A stoic of the woods — a man without a tear. 



Yet deem not goodness on the savage stock 

Of Outalisai's heart disdained to grow ; 

As lives the oak unwithered on the lock 

By storms above, and barrenness below; 

He scorned his own, who felt another's woe : 

And ere the wolf-skin on his back he flung, 

Or laced his moccasins, in act to go, 

A song of parting to the boy he e\ing, 

Who slept on Albert's couch, nor heard his friendly 
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Adipu ! ewect scion of tte rising sun ! 
But should affliction's etonns thy blossom mock. 
Then come again — my own adopted one ! 
And I will graft ttee on a noble stock ; 
The crocodile, the condor of the rook, 
Shall be the pastime of thy sylTan wars ; 
And I will teach then, in the battle's ahock. 
To pay with Huron blood Ihy father's scais, 
And gratulate his soul rejoicing in the stare 1 " 



So finished he the rhyme {howe'er uncouth) 
That true to nature's fervid foeiings ran; 
(And song is but the eloquence of truth ;) 
Then forth uprose that lone way-faring man ; 
But dauntless he, nor chart, nor journey's plan 
In woods required, whose trained eye was keen, 
As eagle of the wilderness, to scan 
llis path by mountain, swamp, or deep raTine, 
Or ken far friendly huts on good saramiaB green 



Old Albert saw him from the yalley's side — 
His pirogue launched — his pilgrimage begun — 
Tar, like the rod-bird's -n-ing he seemed to glide i 
Then dived, and vanished in the woodlands dun. 
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Oft, to that spot by tcnilec memory won, 

"Would Albert climb the promontory'a heiglit, 

If but a dial sail glinuncred in the sun ; 

But never more, to bless his longing s^ht^ 

Was Outaliflsi hailed, with bark and plumage bright. 
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GEUTBUDE OJ WYOMING. 



A. TALLEI from the river shore Tvittidrawn 

Was Albert's home, two quiet woods between. 

Whose lofty verdure overlooked his lawn , 

And waters to their resting place serene 

Came freshening, ftnd reflecting all the scene ; 

(A mirror in the depth of flowery shelves ;; 

So sweet a spot of eirth, you might (I ween) 

Have gnessed some congregation of the elves. 

To sport by summer moons, had shaped it for Oiemaelves 



Yet wanted not Uie eye far scope to muse. 
Nor vistas opened by the wandering stream ; 
Both where at evening Alleghany views, 
Through ridgM burning in her western beam, 
Tjskc after lake interminably gleam ; 
And past those settlers' haunts the eye might roai 
"Where earth's unliving silence all would seem; 
Save where on rocks the heaver built his dome. 
Or buffalo remote lowed fiir from human home. 
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But sflent not that ndversc eastern path, 
VThifi, saw Aurora's hiUs th' twny.mi crown ! 
There was the river hearil, in I>od of vTath, 
(A ptBcipice of foam from mountams brown,) 
Like tiunulta heard Irom some fiu- distant town; 
But softening in approach ho left his gloom. 
And raurmured pleasantly, and laid him down 
To kis9 those Pasy curving banks of bloom, 
riiat lent the windward air an exquisite perfumt 



The fluntise drew hec thoughts to Europe forth, 
That thus apoatiophizod its viewless scene : 
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"Liuid of my fetior's loie my mothera birth 

The home of kindred I ha*o never seea 

We know not other — noc ins ate bctTV eeii 

Yet say, fin friendly hearts < firom ivlieiKe ne Lame, 

Of us does oft remembr'mce i ten cnt ' 

Jly mother sure — my Eire a thjught mi-\ cl'um — 

Bui Gertrude ia to you an unregarded nomt 



' -in J J Lt, lo\ ed England ' when thy nime I tr 
111 many a pilgnm a tale and poet b boq^, 
How can I choose hut wish for one embrite 
Ol them, the deir unlmown to whom belong 
My mother s looks, — perhijs her hkeness atronf 
Oh parent' with whit referential awe. 
From feature" of thine own related throng. 
An ima^e of f lij face mj soul could dr i« ' 
And see thee once igam whom I too shortly sa' 



And k p his d h I fro all y 

Pjr th m thinks h h m ward t ps pair 
Sill th mu wi th h d h ind h hair 
"Whilitthtvldd td p h Iw 
Whil bo t aroU d t, th f h hi air 

And wds hnztalhd thrw 
And arly 1 x pp S m tary vi w 



Hut h c, m hi k, m ght Indi 
Tlieir 1 th rs d t bft, p rchan 
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Th ir h Hpin ; — rocks sublime 

To huma art n p rli □ btaiice bore, 
Aidyllwhtn, edaJl the clime. 

Lik n nligh battlem ota and tow'rs decayed by ti 



But high in amphitheatre above, 
Gay-tinted -wooda their massy ibliage threw : 
Breathed but an air of heaven, and all the grove 
As if instinct with living Bpirit grew. 
Rolling its verdant guKs of every hue ; 
And now susj>ended woa the pleasing din, 
Now from a mnnaur fiunt it swelled anew. 
Like the first note of o^an beard within 
Calhedral aisles, — ere yet lis symphony begin. 



It was in this lone valley she would charm 

The lingering noon, where flowers a couch had strewn ; 

Her cheek reclining, and her snowy arm 

On hillock by the pine-tree half o'ergrown ; 

And aye that volume on her lap is thrown. 

Which every heart of human mould endears ; 

With Shakspeaie's self she speaks and snulea alone. 

And no intruding visitation fears, , 

To shame the unconscious laugh, or stop her sweetest 



And nought within the grove was heard or seen 

But stock-doves plaining through its gloom profoi 

Or winglet of the fairy humraing-bird. 

Like atoms of the rainbow fluttering round ; 

■When lo ! there entered to its inmost ground 

A youth, the stranger of a distant land; 

He was, to wect, for eastern mountains bound ; 
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But latp th' equator suns liia oheok had tanned, 
And California's gslos his roviiig boaom fanned. 



A steed, whose rein hung loosely o'er Ma arm, 
He led disnioiuited ; ere his leisure pace. 
Amid the broivn leaycs, could her car alarm, 
Close he had come, and worshipped ibr a space 
Those downcast features : — she her lovely face 
Uplift on one, whose lineaments and frame 
Wore youth and manhood's intermingled grace ; 
Iberian seemed his boot^hia robe the same, 
And well the Spanish i>lume his lofty looks became. 



Tor Albert's home he sought — her finger fair 

Has pointed where the father's manraon st«od. 

Eetuming from the copse he soon was there ; 

And soon has Gertrude hied &om dark-green wood ; 

Nor joyless, by the converse, understood 

Between the man of age and pilgrim yonng, 

That gay congeniality of mood, 

And early liking from acqu^tance sprung ; 

FuU fluently conversed their guest in. England's tongua 



And well could he Ills pilgrimage of taste 

Unfold, ■ — and much they loved his fervid etraiTn 

While he each fair variety retraced 

Of climes, and manners, o'er the eastern main. 

Now happy Swilaer's hilla, — romnntio Spain, - 

Gay Ulicd fields of France, — or, more refined. 

The soft Anaonia'e monumental reign ; 

Nor leas each rural image he designed 

Than all the city's pomp and homo of human kind 
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Anon some wilder pirtraihue he draws j 

Of Nature's Bavaga giories he would speak, — 

The loneliness of eartii that overawes, — 

Where, resting by some tomb of old Caci([ue, 

The lama-driyer on Peruvia's peak. 

Nor living voice nor moHon maiks aroiuid ; 

But storks that to the houndlesa forest shriek. 

Or wild-oajie arch high flung o'er gulf profound. 

That fluctuates when the storms of El Dorado sound. 



Pleased irith Ms guest, the good man still wotild ply 

Each earnest ijueslion, and hia converse court ; 

But Gertrude, as she eyed Mm, knew not why 

A strange and troubling wonder stopped her short. 

" In England thou haat been, — and, by report, 

An orphan's name (quoth Albert) may'st have known. 

Sad tale ! — when, latest fell our frontier fort, — 

One innocent — one soldier's child — alone 

Was spared, and brought to me, who loved him as my 



"Young Henry Waldegrave ! three delightful years 

These very walls his infant sports did see, 

Eut moat I loved him when his parting tears 

Alternately bedewed my child and me ; 

His sorest parting, Gertrude, was from tlice; 

Nor half its grief his little heart could hold ; 

By kindred he was sent for o'er (he sea, 

They tore him irom us when but twelve years old. 

And scarcely for his loss have I been yet consoled ! " 



His face the wanderer hid — hut could not h 
A tear, a smile, upon his cheek that dwell ; 
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Aiid " Speak I mjstcrioua stranger I" Gertrude cried; 

"It 13 ! - — it ia 1 — I luiew ^ I knew him weE ! 

'Tia Waldegrave's self, of Waldcerave come to teE 1 " 

A burst of joy the father's lips declare; 

But Gertrude speechLjsa on hia bosom fell ; 

At once his open, amis embraced the pair, 

"Was ncTor group more blest in this wide world of can 



And imE )e pMlnn li n rcphel tl e vou 1 
Tour ^^ alden av at gi ed name an 1 f iL e attir 
I lurst not he ne ghborhood m. tn th 
Tha ver, fortunes ot your house u j^uure 
Le&C one tl at knc n c mi^l t some tidu gs due 
Impart and I ml w ikness all betr^v 
Por had I lost my C ortn de and m sire 
I meint h t o cr j o r om 3 o weep a day 
tnknown I me nt to nee uitn vn to pa-s a ! 



But here je h jc Lloon — u eith dear face 
Tl e chai g g tai d of time I m y not b ime 
For there it hath but shed more reverend grate 
And here of h luty i erfected the irame 
And n U I kno tout hearts ire still the same — 
They co ild not ch nj,p — ■* e look tlie very w ay 
As when an orph n firgt to jou I came 
Vnd have ye heard of m poor guide I j r y ? 
Ivaj nlerfore ep yc fie d- on h a jo ousdajf* 



\nd art thou here or s t b t i droim 

A d wilt hou ^\ aIde<T:nve wilt thou leave is 

No ne cr 1 ou thit \ ct dost loreher seem 

Than aught on earth — than ey n th;sell of jor 
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I wiU not port thee from thy father's shore ; 
But we shall cherish him with mutual arms, 
And hand in hand again the path explore 
WMoh every ray of young remembrance warma. 
While thou shalt be ray own,'wilh all thy truth and 
chfunu?" 



At mom, as if beneath a galaxy 
Of over-arching groves in blossoms white, 
"Where all iras odorous scent and harmony, 
And gladness to the heart, nerve, ear, and sight : 
There, i^ oh, gentle Love ! I read aright 
The utterance that sealed thy sacred bond, 
'Twas listening to these accents of dcHght. 
She hid upon his breast those eyes, beyond 

a power to paint, all languishingly fond — 



" rlower of my life, so lovely, and so lone ! 
^Vhom I would rather in this desert meet. 
Scorning, and scorned by fortune's power, than of 
Her- — ^pomp and splendors lavished at my feet 1 
Turn not fiiim me thy breath, more exquisite 
Than odors oast on heaven's own. shrine — to plea; 
Give me thy love, than luxury more sweet. 
And more than all the wealth that loads the hree 
^Mien Coromandcl's ships return from Indian seas 



Then would that home admit tliem — happier far 
TThan grandeur's most magnificent saloon. 
While, hero and there, a solitary star 
Flushed in the darkening firmament of June ; 
Ajlrt silence brought the soul-felt hour, full soon, 
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IncffnHe, which I mny not portray ; 

Poc nurcr ditl the hymcsnean moon 

A jaradise of hearts more sacred sway. 

In all that slept beneath her nott Toluptuoii 
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GERTRIIDE 01 ¥YOMIHG. 



O LoYE 1 in Buoh a wilderness as this, 

Where transport and security entnine. 

Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss, 

And hero thou art a god indeed divine. 

Here shall no forms abridge, no honra confine. 

The ^'iews, the walks, that boTuidless joy inspire ! 

Roll on, ye days of raptured influence, shine ! 

Nor, blind with ecstacy's celestial fire. 

Shall love behold the epnrk of eaith-born Ijme expiia 



Three little moons, how short ! ndmidst the grove 

And pastoral savannas they consume ! 

While she, beside her buakined youth to rove. 

Delights, in fancifully wild costume. 

Her lovely brow to shade with Indian plume ; 

Anil forth in hunter-seeming vest they fare ; 

IJut not to chaiic the. deer in forest gloom, 

'Tis but the breath of heaven — the blessed air — 

And interchange of hearts unknown, unseen to shai 
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What tliougli the sportive dog oft round them note. 
Or fawn, or wild bird butsting on the wing i 
Yet who, in love's own presence, would devote 
To death those gentle throats that wake the spiing. 
Or niithing from the hrook its victiin bring? 
No ! — nor let fcar one little warbler rouse ; 
But, fed by Gertrude's hand, still lot them sing. 
Acquaintance of her path, amidst the boughs. 
That shade eVn now her love, and witnessed first 1 



Now labyrinths, which but themselTes can pierce, 
llothinks, conduct them to some pleasant ground, 
"Where welcome hills shut out the universe. 
And pines their lawny walk encompass round; 
There, if a pause delicious converse found, 
'Twaa but when o'er each heart th" idea stole, 
(Perchance awhile in joy's obhvion drowned) 
That come what may, while life's glad pnlses roll, 
IndisBolubly thus should soul be knit to souL 



"What yc rs of endle'i bliss are let t 11 « ' 
But mortal pleasure whit irt the i m truth? 
Tie torrents smoothness ere it dash below' 
4nd must I change mv song > ixiA must I show, 
Snect "Wyoming 1 the day when thou wert doomed, 
Chiiltb>33 to mourn thi lovele t bjwers laid low I 
"When where of yesterd'ij a, garltn bloimed 
Dcith overspread his pall and blackenmg ashes gloomeil! 



Sad was the year, by proud opprc: 
^Tien Transatlantic Liberty arose. 
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> at in the swisljjie Biid tte amile of heaven, 
■/ut TViapt ill wliirlwinda, and begirt with woes, 
Amidst the strife of fratricidal foes ; 
Her birth star was the light of burning plains ; • 
Her baptism ia the weight of blood that flows 
From, kindred healts — the blood of British Ttina — 
And famine tracks her steps, and pestilential pains. 



Yet, ere the storm, of death had raged remote. 

Or siege unseen in heayen teftecti its beams, 

Who now each dreadful ciroumstaiice shall note^ 

That fills pale Gertrude's thoughts and nightly dreams f 

Dismal to her the forge of battle gleams 

Portentous light ! and music's voice is dumb ; 

Save where the fife its shrill reveille screams, 

Ot midnight streets leecho to the drum, 

That speaks of maddening strife, ajid blood-stained field* 



It was, in truth, a momentary pang ; 

Yet bxiw comprising myriad shapes of wo ! 

First when in Gertrude's car the summons rang, 

A husband to the battle doomed to go 1 

"Nay, meet not thou," she cries, "thy kindred foe I 

But peaceful let us seek fiiir England's strand ! " 

" Ah, Gertrude, thy beloved heart, I know, 

Would feel liko mine the sUgmatJiing brand 1 

Could I forsake the cause of Freedom's holy band ! 



"But shame — but flight— a recreant's name to prove, 
To bide in eiile ignominious fears i 
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Say, ev^n if this 1 brooked, the public lore 
Thy fcidiec's bosom to his borne cndoara ; 
And how could I his few remaining years, 
My Gertrude, sever from so dear a child f" 
So, day by day, her boding heart he cheers ; 
At last that heart to hope is half beguiled, 
And, pale through tears suppressed, tte moumtiil beauty 
smileil. 

Night came, — and in their lighted bower, full late 
The joy of converse had endured — .when, hack 1 
Abrupt and loud, a summons fihook their gate i 
And heedless of the dog's obstrep'rous back, 
A form had rushed amidst them from the dark, 
And spread his arms, — and fell upon the flooc ; 
Of aged strength his limbs retained the mark ; 
But desolate he looked, and fami?hed poor. 
As ever ehipwrccked Tvcetoh lone left on desert shore. 



Uprisen, each wondering brow a knit and arched ; 

A spirit from, the dead tlicy deem him first ; 

To speak he tries | but quivering, pale, and paroheil, 

From lips, as by some powerless dream aooursed. 

Emotions unintcUigitle burst; 

And long liis filmed eye la red and dim ; 

At length the pity-pcojfered cup his thirst 

Had half assuaged, and nerved his shuddering limb, 

When Albert's band he grasped — hut Albert knew no 

"And hast thou then forgot," be cried forlorn. 
And eyed the group with half indignant air — 
" Oh ! hast tiiou. Christian chief, forgot the mom 
"When 1 with thee the cup of peace did share ? 
Then stately was this head, and dark this hair. 
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05 B l's poems. 

Tl I n IS whit as ^.ppalacMa's snow; 

B t, J th j^U f fift en years' despair. 

\j d h til bow I m. and tte torturing foe. 

Bnn m my b y — nd be mH his deliverer know ! " 



It was not long, with eyes and heart of flame. 

Ere Henry to his lored Oneida flew ; 

"Bless thefi, my guide!" — but backward, as lie came, 

Tlio chief IJs old bewildered head withdrew, 

And grasped his arm, and looked and looked him through. 

'TwBS strange — uor could the group a amile control, 

The long, the doubtful scrutiny to vlow : 

At last delight o'er all his features stole, — 

" It is — my own," he cried, and clasped him to his soul. 



'I Yes ! thou recall's! my pride of years, for then 

The bowstring of my spirit was not elack, 

"When, spite of woods, and floods, and ambushed men, 

1 bore thee like the quiver on my back, 

rioet as the whirlwind hurries on the rack ; 

Nor foeman then, nor cougar's crouch I ftared,» 

Tor I mas strong as mountain cataract : 

And dost thou not remember how we cheered. 

Upon the last hill-top, when white men's huts appeared i 



"Then welcome be my death-song, and my death I 
Since I hare seen thee, and again embraced." 
And longer had he spent his toil-worn breafli; 
But with affectionate and eager haste, 
Was every arm outstretched around their guest, 
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To weloomo and to bleas hi? aged head. 

Soon was the liospitable banquet placed ; 

And Gertrude's lovely hands a balsam shed 

On wouiids with fevered jov that more profusely bled. 



But this 13 not a tun" — ht stirt 1 up 
And ftmote hia breast vnth wo dtiDunciiio hand — 
' This IS no tune to fi]l the jojous c ip I 
The Mammoth comes — -fliL foo — the Monster Brandt t 
TVith all his howling desolatmg band 
These eyes have seen their blade and bummg pine 
Awake it once and sdence halt your land 
Red 13 the cup they drink but n)t 'with wine 
An JvL ind waf<.h to night, or slc no mormng shine 1 



Scomii j5 to w icld the hatchet lur hi? bribe, 
Gamat Brandt himself I went to bittle forth 
Afcurscd Unndt ' he left of all my tribe 
R r man nor child nor thing of hving birth 
No I not the dog that watched jnv ho i cliold hearth, 
Escai ed that mght of blood, upon our jdams ' 
All perished ' — I alone am left on cirth ' 
To whom nor relative nor bbol remam" 
Nol — not a kindred drop that runs in human veins. 



" But go r — and rouse your warriors ; — for, if right 
These old bewildered eyes could guess, by signs 
Of striped and starred banners, on yon height 
Of eastern cedars, o'er the creek of pines — 
Some fort embattled by j^our country shines ; 
Heep roare the innavigable gulf below 
Its squared rock, and paEsaded lines. 
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Searce bad, he uttered ~- when Heaven's verge extreme 

Beverberates the bomb's descending star, — 

And sounds that mingled laugh, — and Bhont, — end 

To freeze the blood in one discordant jar, [acream, — 

Rung to the pealing thunderbolts of war. 

"Whoop after ivhoop with rack the ear assailed ; 

As if unearthly fiends had burst their bar ; 

■While rapidly the marksman's shot prevailed r — 

And ayo, as if for death, some lonely trumpet -wailed. 



Then looked they to the MEa, where firo o'crhung 

The bandit groups, in one Vesuvian glare ; 

Or awepl, far seen, the toweri whose clock unrung 

Told legible that midnight of despair. 

She faints, — she falters not, — the heroic fair, — 

AjS he (he sword and plume in haste arrayed. 

One short embrace — he clasped hia dearest care — 

But hark ! what nearer war-drum shakes the glade i 

^^J' jiy '■ Columbia's iriends are trampling through the 



Then came of every race the mingled swarm, 

Far runs the grOTCS and gleamed (be midnight grass. 

With flambeau, javelin, and naked arm ; 

Aa yarriors wheeled their culverins of brass, 

Sprung from the woods, a bold atMetie mass, 

IVhom virtue fires, and liberty combines ; 

And first the nild Moravian yagers pass, 

llis plumed host the dark Iberian joins — ■ 

And Scotia's sword beneath the Highland thistle shinea. 
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A-iid in, the busldned Imnters of the deer, 

To Albert'3 home, witli sliout and cymbal throng : — 

Roused by their warlike pomp, and mirth, and cheer. 

Old Oatalissi woke his batth; song, 

And, healing ivith his war-club cadence strong, 

Telia how his deep-stung indignation smarts, 

Of them that wrapt his honae in flames, ere long. 

To whet a dagger on their stony hearts. 

And smile avenged ere yet his eagle epicit parts. — 



Calm, opposite the Christian, lather rose. 

Pale on his venerable brow its rays 

Of martyr light the conflagration throws ; 

One hand upon his lovely child he lays, 

^nd one the uncovered crowd fo silence Sways ; 

While, though the battle flHsh is faster driven, — 

Ilnawed, with eye nnstartled by the blaze. 

He for bis bleeding country prays to Heaven, — 

Prays that the men of blood themselves may bo forgiven. 



Short time is now for gratulatoig speech ; 

And yet, beloved Gertrude, ere began 

Thy country's flight, yon distant towers to reach. 

Looked not on thee the rudest partisan 

With brow relaxed to love ? And murmurs ran. 

As round and round their willing ranks they drew. 

From beauty's sight to shield the hostile van. 

Grateful, on thcra a placid look she threw, 

Nor wept, but as she bade her mother's grave adieu I 



Past was the flight, and welcome seemed the ti 
lltat Ulie a giait standard-bearer frowned 
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102 CAMPBELL'S POEMS 

Defiance On the roving Indian power, 
Beneath, each bold and promontory raound 
With embrasure embossed, and armor crowned. 
And arrowy frize, and wedged ravelin, 
"Wove like a diadem its tracery round 
The lofty summit of that mountain green ; 
Here stood secure the group, and eyed a distant b( 



A scene of death ! where tires beneath the sun. 

And blended arms, and white pavilions gloiy ; 

And for the business of destruction done. 

lis requiem the war-horn seemed to blow ; 

There, sad spectatress of her country's wo ! 

The lovely Gertrude, safe from present harm. 

Had laid her cheek, and clasped her hands of snow 

On Waldegrave'e shoulder, half within his arm 

Enclosed, that felt her heart, and hushed its wild alarm ! 



But short that contemplation .— sad and short 

The pause to bid each much-loved scene adieu ! 

Beneath the very shadow of the fort, 

Where friendly swords were drawn, and banners flew; 

Ah ! who could deem that foot of Indian crew 

Was near 1 — yet there, with lust of murderoaa deeds, 

Gleamed like a basilisk, from woods in view. 

The ambushed foeman'a eye — his volley speeds, 

And Albert — Albert falls ! the dear old fiithor bleeds 1 



And tranced in giddy horror Gertrude swooned] 
Yet, while she clasps him lifeless to her zone. 
Say, burst they, borrowed &om her father's wound. 
These drops?— Oh, God! the life-blood is her owr 
And faltering, on her Waldegrave's bosom thrown — 
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"Weep not, O Love!"— 1 
Thee, Getrude's sad sum 
Heaven's peace c 
These irounds ; - 
indeed! 



" Chsp me a little longer on. the brink. 

Ot fate ' while I con teel Ihy dear c ress , 

And when this heart hatt ceased to beat — oh' thuUt, 

And let it mitiicate thy wo s excess, 

Tint thou hast hoen to me all tendeme&s, 

And &iend to more thin human, tnendahip just. 

Oh' bj that retrospect of happmess, 

And bT the hopes of an immortal trust, 

Cd shall assuage thy pzngi — when I iin laid m. dust! 



" do, Henry, go not bick, nhen I depart. 

The scene thy buistmg tears too deep will move, 

■% here my dear f ither took thee to hi'! heart. 

And Gertrude thought it ecJtisi to to\e 

"With thee, as with an angel, through the grove 

Of peace, imaguiing her lot was cast 

In heai en , lor ours ■« -la not like earthly lore 

And mu,st this partm- te onr leri la'iti 

N)' I "hdl lo\e thee stiB, Aihin diath itself is p 



H'Ji could I bear, methinks to Ica-ve this earth, — 

And thee, more loved than aught bcncith the sun. 

It I had lived to smile hut on the hirth 

Ot one dcu: pledge ,-— lint shall there then he none. 

In tuturc limes — no gentle httle one. 

To clasp th\ neck, and look, rcaemblino' nief 

Vet Eeems it, ev n vihile life s last pulses run 
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\ "iieel eaa i the ui 1 dcith to he 

Lor I of 1 y !io»nii 3 1 v« to lie behoHuig thee' 



Hushed -nerc his GertrulBS lips bnt stiU tlicir bland 

An! bei itiful c'tprcssaon leemed to n It 

W itL. love that could not dio and still ina hand 

She presses to the heart no more that felt 

Ah heart ' ivlierB once eioh f nid affection dw tit. 

An 1 feiturea yet that spoke a so d more f iir 

Mute gaTing ago iiimg as ht knelt — 

Of them that stood encuelmg his dtipair 

lie heard some fiiendly ■words — but knew not whal 

roc uoii t) mourn their judge end child amvea 
A fTithhd band ■\\ th solemn nteg between 
1 K IS sung how tl ey ■« ere k vely in their hvcs 
Anl m their dtiths hiil not UtiIcI 1 ecn 
Touched bi the mus c and the mellmg BCei e 
■Was scarce one tearless eje amidst the crowd — 
St( m w amors, resting on tl eir sw orda wece seen 
To vcd their eyes 13 paeiel cicli much loved shroud 
While woman s softer soul in wo dihsolvLd aloud 



Then mournfully the parting bugle bid 

Its farewell, o'er the grave of worth and truflti 

Prone to the dust, afBicted "Waldegrave hid 

His face on earth ; — him watched, in gloomy ruth. 

His woodland giudo ; but words had none to soothe 

The grief that knew not consolation's name : 

Casting his Indian mantle o'er the youth, 

He watched, beneath its folds, each burst that came 

Cor.vnleire, ague-like, across his shuddering frame I 
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" And I Loul I iveep — th Oneida chief 

Hi3 descant nildl^ thus he^ in 

"Uut that I n ay not «taii with gncf 

Tl e death sonEj oE mj fether's son, 

Or bfcft thia head in "no 

For bj n 1 wrongs ■uid by my wrath I 

To morrow AcGomki s breith 

(That lires yon heaven with sforms of death.) 

Shill light 119 to the foe 

A d we shall share my Christian boy' 

The todnis Ho 1, the avengers joyl 



"But thee mv flower whose limth waa given 

By mil ier gei 1 ) er the deep 

The sjint^ of the "nhitc mans heaven 

Forbid not thee to weep 

Nor ■wiQ the Christian host, 

Nor will thy f itlicr s ^pir t sfneve 

To see thee, on the battle s ere 

Lamenting take a ntoomful leave 

Of her who loved thee moat 

She w as the rainbow to th^ sight ' 

Thy sun — thy heaven — of lost delight I 



"To-morrow let us do or diet 

But when the bolt of death is hnrled, 

Ah ! whither then with thee to fly. 

Shall OutaUssi roam the world ! 

Sedt we thy once-loved home i 

The hand is gone that cropped its 9owe 

Unheard their clock repeats its hours ! 
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Cold is the hoacth. within tlieir l)owera I 
And should we thither roam, 
Its echoes, and its empty tread, 
"Would sound like voices irom the dead ! 



"Or shall we cross yon mountains blue, 

"Whose streams my kindred nation quaffed. 

And by my side, in battle true, 

A thousand worriers drew the shaft f 

All ! there, in desolation cold. 

The desert serpent dwells alone, 

Where grass o'ergrows each mouldering bont^ 

And stones themselves to ruin grown. 

Like me, are deatli-like old. 

Tlien seek we not their camp, — for there 

The Eilenoe dwells of my despair I 



"But hark, the trump! — to-morrow thi 
In glory's llres shalt dry thy teara : 
Ev'n from the land of shadows now 
My father's awful ghost appears. 
Amidst the clouds that round ua roll ; 
He bids my soul for battle thirst — 
He bids mo dry tlie last — the first — 
The only tears that ever burst 
Prom Outalissi's soul; 
Because I may not stain with grief 
The death-aong of an Indmn chiefl 
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T II E D R I C : 

A DOMESTIC TALK. 
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THEODUIC: 



A DOMESTIC TALE. 



'TwAS sunset, and the Earii des Vaclies waa sung. 
And lights were o'er the Helvetian mountains flung. 
That gaye the glacier tops their ricliost glow. 
And Uiiged the lutes like molten gold below. 
"Warmth flushed the wonted regions of the storm. 
Where, PhiEnii-likc, you saw the eagle's form. 
That high in Heaven's vermilion wheeled and BOaied, 
"Woods nearer frowned, and cataraets dashed and loared 
From heights browned, by the bounding bouijuetin i 
Herds tinkling roamed the long-drawn Tales between. 
And hamlets glittered white, and gaidena flourished greeni 
'Twas transport to inhale the bright sweet air ! 
The roountflin-bco was revelling in its glare, 
And roving with his minstrelsy across 
The scented wild weeds, and enamelled mosa. 
Earth's features so harmoneously were linked. 
She seemed one great glad form, with life instini'.li 
That felt Heaien'i .irdLnt breath, and smiled bo'.oW 
Its flu^ib of lo\e, nith consentaneous glow. 

A Gothic church was near ; li.f spot around 
"Was beauSful, even though sepulchral ground ; 
Tor there nor yew nor cypress spread their gloom, 
But roses hlOBsomed by each rustic fomb. 
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Ami 1 t tht n 
4 maiden s g 
That yDiiijg a 

Ici said rii> comnie loung she <lied iiid fiiir ! 
lirnce fonneil 1 ur and the aiul ot gladncra played 
Oiee in the Hue ejes f that mountain m'ud 
Her fi igras w itchpd the chords thej passed al(Hig, 
And her hps seemed to lass the soul in song 
let wooed and «orslui](l is 'he > s till few- 
Aspired to hopt twas sadly strangely true 
Ihtt heart, the martyr of its fondnosi 1 utied 
\ai died of love that could not bi returned. 

n r father dnclE where yonkr Cjslk blmita 
O er cluatcnug trees and terrate mantUi^ vines 
A" gay as evi-r the lal umum s piide 
■WuTci cr t eh wnlk where she wis ■nont to ghde — 
And still the garden whence she grazed her brow. 
As lOTel) blioms, thou^ tiode by strangers now 
Hon oft from j onder window o ei the lake 
Her Bong o± wild Helvetian sw ell and ih ike 
Has ma le the rudest h. hi.r bend his tar 
And rest encl anted on his oar to hen I 
Thus bright acoo nplished, spuited, and blind, 
■Well bom and wealthy f)i that s mple land, 
"Why had no gallant mti-ve ^o^lfh the ait 
To win B) warm — so c\,quis tq a h artP 
bhe midst these rocks inspired with teelmgs strong 
By mountain freedom — music — fency — song 
Hersell descended from the brirc in urme. 
And conscious of romance mopirmg chacma. 
Dreamt ot Heroic bemgs hoped to find 
Some extant spirit of ehivalric kind 
And scorning wealth looked cold even on the ctaim 
Of minly worth that laokad the wTcalh of fome 
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"Her younger brother, sLstcon aumincrs old, 
And much her likeness hath in, miiiil and mould, 
Itad gone, poor boy I in soldiership to shine. 
And bore an AuGtrian banner on the Ithine. 
"I'was when, aliiB ! our Empire's evil etar 
Shed all tlie plagues, without the pride of war ; 
When patriots bled, and bitterer anguish eroaaed 
Our brave, to die in battles foully lost. 
The youth wrote home the rout of many a day ; 
Yet still he said, and still with truth could any. 
One corps had ever made a valiant atand, — 
The corps in which he aerred, — THenonic's band. 

Eclipsed by brighter orbs in Glory's sky; 

Yet once it shone, and veterans, when they show 

Our fields of battle twenty years ago. 

Will teil you . feats his small brigade performed. 

In chargcB nobly faced, and trenches stormed. 

Time was, when songs were chanted to his fiime, 

And soldiers loved the march that bore his name l 

The Keal of martial hearts was at Ms eall, 

And that Helvetian's, UooLrH's, moat of bU. 

"Twas touching, when the storm of war blew ■wild, 

To see a blooming boy, — almost a child, — 

Spur fearless at his leader's words and signs. 

Brave death in reconnoitring hostile lines. 

And speed each task, and tell each message cleat. 

In scenes where war-trained men were stunned with feat, 

" Tkeodbic praised him, and they wept for joy 

In yonder house, — when letters from the boy 

Thanked Heaven for life, and more, to use his phrase, 

Than twenty lives — his own Commander's praise. 

Xhen followed glowing pages, blazoning forth 

The fancied imago of hi,'! lender's worth, 

With such hyperboles of youthful stylos 

As made his parents dry their tears and smilo; 



Hcssdty Google 



112 Campbell's 1-oems. 

But dJiTcrently tur his words impresseil 

A. woinloring sister's well-believing breast ; — 

She caught the illusion, blessed Theodric's name. 

And HTldly magnified his worth and fame ; 

Kejoieing life's reality contained 

One, heretofore, her fiiney had but ieigoed, 

Whoaj love could make her proud ! — and time i 

chance 
To passion raised that day-dream of Jtomance. 

" Once, when with hasty charge of horse and man 
Our arriere-guard had checked the Gallic van, 
TuEoUBic, Tiailang the outposts, found 
Hie Uuoua wounded, weKering on the ground : 
Sore crushed, —half-swooning, half-upraised he lay, 
And bent his broiT, fajr boy ! and grasped the claj. 
His fate moved even the common soldier's ruth — 
TKEonaic sueciwed Tiim ; niw left the youth 
To vulgar hands, but brought him to his tent. 
And lent what aid a brother would have lent. 

" Meanwlule, to save Ms kindred half the smart 
The war- gazette" 8 dread blood-roU might impart. 
He wrote th' event to them ; and soon could tell 
Of pains assuaged and symptoms auguring well ; 
And last <^ all, prognosliealjng cure. 
Enclosed the leech's vouching signature. 

"Their answers, on whose pages you might note 
That tears had faUai, while trembling fingers wrote^ 
Gave boundless thanks for benefits conferred. 
Of wmch the boy, in seeret, sent them word, 
MTiose memory Time, they said, would never blotj 
But wliich the giver had liiinsclf forgot 
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And bore Miaself right soldier-like, till now 

The third campaign hhd manlier bronzed his brow. 

When peace, though but a scanty pause for breafli, — 

A ciirtnin-iJrop between the acts of death, — 

A check in firantic war's unfinished gajne, 

Yet dearly bought, and direly welcome, came. 

The camp broke up, and Uholph left his chief 

As with a son's or younger brother's grief: 

But journeying home, how rapt Ms spirits rosel 

How light his footsteps crushed St. Oothard's snows ! 

How dear seemed ev'n the waste end wild Slireckhom, 

Though rapt in clouds, and frowning as in scorn 

Upon a downward world of pastoral charms ,■ 

Where, by the very smell of dairj'-fanns. 

And fragraice from the mountain-herbage blown. 

Blindfold his native hills he could have known ! 

" His coming down yon lake — his boat in vifew 
Of window's where love's fluttering kerchief fl.ew — 
The arms spread out for him — the tears that burst — 
(T«as JoLii'B, 'tnas his sisters, met lum hrst;) 
Their pride to see wars medal at hit breast. 
And all their rapiuie s gteetmg may be guessed. 

"Ere long, hii bo?om triumphed to unfold 
A gift he meant their gayest icom to hold — 
The picture ot a friend m warlike drts^i. 
And who it was he ]in>t bade Jueja guess 
' Yes,' she rephed, ' 'tw as he methought in sleep. 
When 1011 Here wounded, told rae not to weep.* 
T"ne painting lon^ m thit Micet min^ion drew 
Ilegoriio Its hMng semblance httle know 

"Meanwhile Theodric, who h-id icirs before 
Leirned England a tongue, and lored her classic lore, 
V glad enthusi'ist, now e'^plored the land. 
Where Nature, Freedom, Art, smile hind in hand : 
10» 
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Hit women fair ; her men robust foe toil j 
Hot ■rigorous bouIb, higb-culturEd as her soil; 
Hoc towns, whei;i civic independence Sings 
The gauntlet down to senates, courts, and kings ; 
Hot worts of art, resembling magic's powers ; 
Her miglity fleots, and learning's beauteous bowers. 
These he had visited with wonder's smile, 
And scarce endured to quit so fair an isle. 

" But how our fates from uniuonientoiis things 

May rise, Ute rivers out of little springs ! 

A tiivial thance postponed his parting day. 

And public tidings caused, in that delay, 

An English Jubilee. 'Twas a glorious sight; 

At o^'O stupendous London, clad in light. 

Poured out triumphant multitadea to gaze; 

Youth, age, weallii, penury, smiling in the blaze; 

1^' illumined atmosphere was warm and bland. 

And Beauty's groups, the fairest of the land, 

Conspicuous, as in some wide festive room. 

In open chariot's passed with pearl and plume. 

Amidst them he remarked a lovelier mien 

Than e'er Ha thoughts had sljapcd, or eyes had seen 

The throng detdncd hoc tiU. he reined his steed. 

And, ere the beauty passed, had time to read 

The motto and the arms her carriage bore. 

Led by that clue, he left not England's shore 

Tin he had known her; and to know her well 

Proloi^ed, exalted, bound, enchantment's spell i 

Por with affections warm, intense, refined. 

She mixed such ealm and holy strength of mind, 

That, lite Heaven's image in the smiling brook. 

Celestial peace was pictured in hex look. 

Hers was the brow, in triala unpcrplexed. 

That cheered the sad, and tranquiUined the vexed ( 

She studied not the meanest to eclipse, 

And yet the wisest listened to hoc lips; 
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'll e B ot 1> e V no Mu. a magic sk 
But y t her T ee had tones that s vaved the ill 
He sought — he von he — and resol ed to make 
Urn future home m E gland f r her ake 

\ct e e th V nedded, mattcre of con om 
lo Ci, na Co t c nnandol hi, rctun 
A t.c SB ECO — and o his 4Ipme v^y 
He reached t ose ho en, that r-u g t h joy thit day 
Thp bov was half besde himself — the sue. 
All frankness honor (md Helvetian fire 
Of Bpee I p irtii s o il I not heir hun Bpcafc 
And tears bed ned and b gh en 1 Jcl a s check 

Thus loath io wounl their hosp table pnde 
A month he promised nth them to ab de 
As bh he he trod the m unt in s vord as they 
And felt his m ke ev n he oun„ more gay 
How joo nd aa their bre ktast pir or 1 ned 
By b vater s breath — their wiiUts ho v bland I 
Fair JtTLii seem IJ er brothe s solte ed spnto — 
A gem rele tu " >aturc s lure t ht,ht — 
An 1 w th her graceful it there was inwrought 
A wildlv sweet mwor dhness of thought 
Th almost child like to his kindness drew 
And t ui w h I DOLPn n h s &icn Isl p „rew 
But did 1 s thoughts to love one momcn range 
No he vho had loved Cunstance coul 1 not change I 
Besides till gnet betrayed her mdeai^ ed 
Tl unl koly thought could scarceh r h his mmJ, 
That eye so touHo o ye 1 ke h 1 o Id beam 
T nwooed dcvotio bn k tor pu est em 

" Tru she sang to hi3 very sou!, an 1 b ou^ t 
The e trama lefore him ol luxuriant tho ght, 
W! h onlj Itus c s Heaven bom art can bnno 
To veep rn e m nd wi h anj, 1 g 
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1]G CAMPIiKLL's POEMS. 

Once, as lie smiled amidst that wokiiig trance, 
She paused o'ercome; he thought it might bo chance, 
And, when liia first Huspielons dimly stole, 
Bebuked them back like phantj^ms &om his souL 
Hut when he saw his eaution gave her pain. 
And kindness brought suspense's rack again, 
FiUth, honor, friendship, bound Mra to unmask 
-Truths which her timid fondness feared to ask. 

"And yet with gracefully ingenuous power 

Her spirit met th' explanatory hour ; 

Ev'n conscioua beauty brightened in her eyes. 

That told she knew their love no vulgar prize ; 

And pride, like that of one more woman-groivn. 

Enlarged her mien, enriched her voice's tone. 

'Twas then she struck the keys, and music made 

That mocked all skill her hand had e'er displayed: 

Inspired and warbling, rapt from things aromid. 

She looked the very Muse of magic sovmd. 

Painting in sound the forms of joy and wo, 

Until the mind's eye saw them melLand glow. 

Her closing sttaiu composed and cahn she played. 

And sang no words to give its pathos aid ; 

But grief seemed lingering in its lengthened swoU, 

And likp so many t^ais the trickling touches felL 

Of CoNsiAKCE then she heard Theodbic speak," 

And steadfast smoothness still possessed her chedt. 

Bat when he told her how he oft had planned 

Of old a journey to their mountain-land, 

Tliat might have brought him hither years before, — 

'Ah! then,' she cried, 'you knew not England's shore j 

And, had you come, — and wherefore did you not?' 

'Yes,' he replied, 'it would have changed our lot!' 

Then burst her tears through pride's restraining bands. 

And vi-ith her handkerchief, and both her hani, 

She hid her voice and wept. Contrition stung 

Fheodrio for the tears his words had wrung. 
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'But no,' s!io cried, ' unsny not what you'vB eaid, 

Nor grudge one prop ou which my pride is stayed ; 

To think I could have merited your fidth 

Shall be my solace even unto death I ' 

' Julia,' TnEonnic said, with purposed look 

Of firmness, ' my reply deserved rebuke ; 

But by your pure and sacred peace of mind, 

And by the dignity of womankiud, 

Swear that when I am gone you'll do your best 

To chase this dream of fondness from your breast.' 



" Th' abrupt appeal electrified her thought ; — 
She looked to HeaVn as if its aid she sought, 
Dried hastily the tear-drops from her cheek, 
And signified the tow she could not speak. 

" Ere long he communed with her mother mild : 

'Alas! ■ she said, 'I warned — conjured my child. 

And grieved for this aifeotion from the first, 

But like fatality it has been nursed ; 

Tor when her fdled eyes on your picture fixed. 

And when your name in all she spoke was iniied, 

'Twas hard to chide an over- grateful mind 1 

Then each attempt a likelier choice to find 

Made only fresh-rqected suitors grieve, ■ 

And UnoLPH's pride — perhaps her own — believe 

That, eould she meet, she might enchant ev'n you. 

You came. — I augured the event, 'tis true, — 

But how was TTdolph's mother to exclude 

The guest that claimed our boundless gratitude i 

And that unconscious you had cost a spell 

On Julta's peace, my pride refused to t«U : 

Yet in my child's illusion I have seen. 

Believe me well, how blameless you have been : 

Nor can it cancel, howsoe'er it end. 

Our debt of Iricndahip to our boy's best friend.' 
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At night he parted with the aged pair ; 
At early mom cose Jitlia t« prepare 
The last repast her hands for him should make : 
And Udolph to convoy him o Gr the lake. 
The parting was to her such bitter grie^ 
That of her own accord she made it brief; 
Bat, lingering at her window, long surveyed 
His boat's la^t glimpses melting into shade. 

" TsBODKic sped to Austria, and achieved 
His journey's object. Much was he relieved 
When UooLpa's letters told that Julii's mind 
Had bomo his loss firm, tranquil, and resigned. 
He took the Hhcnish route to England, high 
Elate with hopes, fulfilled their ecstacy, 
And interchanged with Constamcb's own breath 
The sweet eternal vows that liound their faith. 

" To paint that being to a grovelling mind 

Were like portraying pictures to the blind. 

'Twas needful ev'n- infectiously to feol 

Her temper's ibnd and firm and gladsome zenl. 

To share esjstenoe with her, and to gain. 

Sparks from her love's electrifying chain 

Of that pure pride, which, lessening to her breast 

Life's ills, gave aU its joys a treble zest, 

Before the mind completely understood 

That mighty truth — how happy are the good 1 

"Ev'n when her light fbrsook him, it bequeathed 
Ennobling sorrow ! and her memory breathed 
A sweetness that survived her living days, 
As odorous scents outlast the censer's blaze. 

" Or, if a trouble' dimmed their golden joy, - 
'Twas outward dross, aiid not infused alloy ■ 
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Their home knew but itffection'3 looks and flpeeoll — 

A Utile Hearcn, abore disscnaion'a reach. 

But "midst her kindred there was stiife and gall; 

Save one congenial sister, they were all 

Such foils to her bright intellect and grace, 

Aa if she had engrossed the Tirtue of her race. 

Her natuie strove th' unnatural feiids to heal, 

Her wisdom made the weaX to her appeal; 

And, though the wounds she cured were soon unclosed, 

Unweai'ied still her kindness interposed. 

" Ofl on thoso errands though ahe went in vain. 

And home, a blank without her, gave hini pain. 

He bore her absence for iti pious end. — 

But public grief his spirit came to bend ; 

Par war laid waste Ids native land onco more, 

And German honor bled at every pore. 

Oh ! were he there, he thought, to rally hack 

One broken band, or perish in the wrack I 

Nor think that Constuicb sought to move and melt 

His purpose : like herself she spoke and felt ; — 

' Your fame is mine, and I will bear all wo 

Except its loss ! — but with you let me go 

To arm you for, to embrace you from, the fight ; 

Harm wEl not reach me — hazards will delight!' 

He know those hazards better ; one campaign 

In England he conjured her to remain, 

And ahe espressed assent, although her heart 

In secret had resolved they should not part. 

"How oft the wisest on misfortune's shelves 

Are wrecked by errors most unlike themselves ! 

Thai litUe fault, thai fraud of love's romance, 

That plan's concealment, wrought their whole misohanca 

Ha knew it not preparing to embark, 

But felt estinct his eoijifort's latest spark. 
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Wlien, 'midst those numbered days, she made repair 

Again to kindred worthlcsa of her caro. 

■Us true she said the tidings she would write 

Would make her absence on Ms heart sit light ; 

But, haplessly, revealed not yet her plan, 

And left him in his home a lonely man. 

" Thus damped in thoughts, he mused upon the past ! 

Twas Igng since ho had heaid from Udolph last. 

And deep mis^'ivings on his spirit fell 

That all with Udoi,ph'9 household was not well. 

'Twas that too true prophetic mood of feai 

That augurs griofe inevitably near. 

Yet makes them not less startling to the mind 

When come. I/;ast looked-for then of human kind. 

His Udolfm ('twas, he tliought, at fliat, his sprite,) 

With mournful joy that mom surprised his dght. 

IIow changed was Uuolph ! Scarce Theodhio dnist 

Inquire his tidings ; — he revealed the worst. 

'At first,' he said, 'as Jtjlli bade me teU, 

She boTe her fete high-mindedly and well, 

Resolved from common eyes her grief to hide. 

And from the world's companion saved our pride ; 

But still her health gave way to secret wo. 

And long she pined — for broken hearts die slow! 

Her reason went, but came returning, like 

The warning of her death-hour — soon to strike ; 

And all for which she now, poor sufferer 1 sighs, 

Is once to see Theodiiic ere she dies. 

Why should I come to tell you this caprice i 

FoxgiTO me ! for my mind has lost its peace. 

I blame myself, and ne'er shall cease to blame, 

That my insane ambition for the name 

Of brother to I'uEODitic, founded all 

Those high-bunt hopes that crushed her by tftoir faU 

I made her slight her mother's counsel sage, 

But now luy parents droop with, grief and age ; 
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Aiid, though my sister's eyes meaji no rctuke, 

They overwhelm, me with their dying look. 

The journey's long, but you are full of ruth ; 

And she Tvho shares your heart, and knows ita truth, 

Has faith in your affection, for above 

The fear of a poor dying object's love.' — 

'She haa, my ITdolph,' he replied, ''tis true; 

And oft we talk of Jclia, — oft of you.' 

Their converae came abruptly to a eloao ; 

For scarce could each his troubled looks compose. 

When visitants, to Constakce near aXin, 

(In all but traita of soul,) wore ushered in. 

They brought not her, nor midst their kindred band 

The sister who done, like her, was bland ; 

But said — and smiled to see it give him pajn — 

That CossTANCE would a fortnight yet remain. 

Vexed by their tidings, and the haughty view 

They cast on Udolpu as the youth withdrew, 

Theodkic blamed his Constance's intent. 

"The demons went, and leit him as they went 
To read, when they were gone beyond recall, 
A note Jrom her loved hand explaining all. 
She said, that with their house she only stayed 
That parting peace might with them all bo made. 
But prayed for love to share his foreign life, 
Ajid shun all future chance of kindred strife- 
He wrote with speed, hia soul's consent to say : 
The letter missed her on her homeward way. 
In six hours Constaxce was within hia arras ; 
Moved, flushed, unlike her wonted oahn of charms. 
And breathless — with uplifted hands outspread — 
Burst into tearB upon Ms neck, and said, — 
'I knew tiiat tiose who brought your message laughed, 
With poison of their own to point the shaft ; 
Ajid this my one kind sister thought, yet loath 
Confessed she feared 'twaa true you had been wroth. 

n 
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But hero you arc, and sniilo on me ; my pain 
Is gone, nnJ Cossr.vnoE ia hErsclf again.' 
His eostaey, it may to guesaed. ivas much; 
Yet pain's extreme Bud plcaauro's eocmod to touch. 
What lirido ! embracing bKiuty's potfet mould ; 
What terror ! lost Ms few raah word?, mistold, 
llad agonized her puJse to fcvcr's heat : 
But cnlmed again so soon it healthful beat, 
And such sweet tones wore in her voice's sonnd, 
Composed herself, she breathed composure rovmd. 

" Fair being ! with wlial sympathetic grace ■ 
She heard, bewailed, and pleaded Julia's case ; 
Implored ho would her dying wish attend, 
'And go,' she said, ' to-niotrow with your iricnd;. 
I'll wait for your xetitm on England's shore, 
And then we'll cross the deep, and part no more.' 

"To-morrow both his soul's compassion drew 

To Julia's call, nnd Cosstance m^geJ anew 

That not to heed her now would be to bind 

A load of pain for life upon his mind. 

He went with Udolph — from his Constance went — 

Stifling, alas ! a dark presentiment 

Some aliment Inrked, ev'n whilst she suuled, to mock 

His fears of harm from yester-moming's shock. 

Meanwhile a faithful page he singled out. 

To watch at home, and follow straight his route. 

If aught of ttoeateiied change her health should show 

— With Udolph then he reached the house of wo. 

'■That winter's eve how darkly Nature's brow 
Scowled on the scenes it hghts so lovely now ! 
The tempest, raging o'er the realms of ice, 
Shook fragments from the riflod precipice ; 
And, whilst their falling echoed to the wind, 
The wolfs long howl in dismal discord joined. 
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\Yhile -white joii wiUrs f am nfls raiied m tloiidB 
That wlurled like epmts wailiiig in thou slirouds 
\\ ithout w as Nature b elemental dm, — 
And beauty diod, and friendship wept witlim. 

S« ■et Julia fhou^t her fate was hnished lialfi 
bt Jl kn « hira — amilcd on him witli feeble laugh — 

\ni bleiwl him till she ilicw her Htcit Ei^h ' 
But lo while UooLrH s bursts of asonr 
And age s treniulous ■« Hilmf,s round him rose 
^ hat iccei ts pierced him deeper yet thaa those 1 

Iwaa tidings bT his Enghsh messenger 
Of CovsTANtB — brief and terrible thej were 
She still -was hvmg nhen the page set out 
From home but whether now was left m doubt. 
Poor Julia. I aw he then thy deaths relief — 
Stunned mto stupor more than wrung with gneff 
It Has not strange for in the human bteTSt 
Two master pasaions cinnot coexist. 
And that alarm which non usurped his br'un 
Shut out not only peaee but other pain 

fwTS tinning roviTjU.CE underneath the shroud 
That covered Julu mide him first i eep loud 
And tear himself awav from them that wept 
Fast hum mg homeward m^ht nor daj he slept 
liJ launched at sea, he dreimed t! at his souls sain 
Clung to him on a bridge- of ice pale feuit 

er cataracts of blood Awake he blessed 
The shorp nor hope left utterly hia breast, 

1 ill rcachm J home terrific omen ' there 
The straw kid street preluded his despair — 
The servants look — the table that revealed 
IIis letter sent to C>nst\sce last stiU scale I — 
fhouifh afccth an! hearing left him fold too doat 
ITiat he had non to suf L.r — not to fear 

He fdt i-i if he ne ir shmld cease to fed — 
A 11 r'^uH 1 1 Iro cji on i iisfort mc i wheel 
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Her death's cause — lie might mako his peace irith 

Heaven, 
Absolved from guilt but never Belf-focgiven. 

"The ocean tas its ebbinga — bo has grief; 

'Twas vent to anguiali, if 'twas rot relief 

To lay his brow ev*!! on her deatlj.-colii cheek. 

Then first he heard her one kind sister apealt : 

She hade him, in. the name of Heaven, forbem 

With self-reproach to deepen his despair : 

' 'Twas blame,' she said, ' I shudder to relate. 

But none of yours, that caused our durling'a fete j 

Her mother (must 1 call her such. !) foresaw, 

Should Constance leave the land, she would withdraw 

Our House's charm against the world's neglect — 

The only gem that drew it some respect. 

Hence, when you'went, she camo and vainly spoke 

To change her purpose — grew incensed, and broke 

With execrations from her kneeling chUd. 

Start not ] your angel from her knee rose mild, 

Peared that she should not long the scene outlive, 

"Yet bade even you the unnatural one forgive. 

Till then her ailment had been slight, or none ; 

But fast she drooped, and fatal pains came on : 

Foreseeing their event, she dictated 

And signed these words for you.' The letter said — 

" ' TiiEODEio, this is destiny above 

Our power to bailie ; bear it then, my lore ! 

Bava not to learn the usage I have borne. 

For one true sister left me not forlorn; 

And though you're absent in another land. 

Sent from me by my own well-meant command. 

Your soul, I know, as firm is knit to mine 

As these clasped hands in l>leaaij\g you now join. 

Shape not imagined horrors in my fate — 

Even now my auiFerings are not very great 
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And wlieii youx grief's first transports shall subside, 

T call Tipon your strength, of soul and pride 

To pay my memory, if 'tia worth the debt. 

Love's glorying tribute — not forlorn regret; 

I charge my name iiith power to conjure up 

Eeflectiona balmy, not its bitter cup. 

My pardoning a,ngel, at the gates of Heaven, 

ShnU look not more regard tlion you have given 

To me ; and our life's union has been clad 

In smiles of blisa as swoct as life e'er had. 

Shall gloom be frorn suet bright remembrance oast J 

Shall bitterness outflow from sweetness past? 

No ! imaged in the sanctuary of your breast. 

There let me smile, amidst h^h. thoughts at rest! 

And let contentment on your spirit shine, 

As if ita peace were still a part of mine ; 

For if you war not proudly with your pain, 

For you I shall have worse tlian lived in vain. 

But I conjure your manliness to hear 

My loss with noble spirit — not despair ; 

I ask you by our love to promise this, 

And kiss these words, where I tavc left a kiss, — 

The latest from my living lips for yours.' — 

" Words that will solace him while lifo endures : 

For though Ms spirit from affliction's surge 

Could ne'er to life, as life had been, emerge, 

Yet still that mind whose harmony elate 

Bang sweetness, even beneath the crush of fate, — 

Tlint mind in whose regard all things were placed 

Li views that softened them, or Ughts that graced. 

That soul's example could not but dispense 

A portion of its own blessed influence; 

Invoking him to peace, and that solf-sway 

■Wliieh Fortune can not give, nor take away: 

And though ho mourned her long, 'twas with auch n 

As if her spirit watched him still below." 
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TRAHSLATIONS. 



FRAGMENT. 



TuR mountain summits sleep: glens cliff« aai ca.7ea 
Are silent — all the black earth e reptile hrnod — 
The bees — the wild beasts of the mountain wood: 

In deptlis beneath the dark red oceine -waves 
Its monsters rc3t, -whilst wrapt m bower and spray 
Each bird is hushed that stretched its pinions to the day. 



SONG OF HTBIIIAS, THE CEETAM. 

My wealth's a burly spear and brand. 
And a right good shield of hides untanned, 

"Which on my arm I buckle ; 
With these I plough, I reap, I sow, 
With these I make the s-weet vintage ftow, 

And all around me truckle. 

But your w^hts that take no pride to wield 
A massy spear and well-made shield. 
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Nor joy to draw the sword ■ 
Oh, I bring those heartless, hapless drones, 
Down in a trice on their marrow-bones, 

To coU me King and Lord. 



MAKTtAl EKEGY. 



How glorious fall the valiant, sword in hand, 

In front of battle for their native land ! 

But oh ! what ills await the wretch that yields, 

A recreant outcast from his country's lields ! 

The mother whom he loves ahall quit her home, 

An aged father at his side ehaU roam ; 

His little ones shall weeping vrith him go, 

And a young wife participate his woe ; 

"While scorned and scowled upon by every face, 

They pine for food, and beg from place to place. 

Stain of his breed ! dishonoring manhood's form 1 
AH ills shall cleave to him : — affliction's storm 
Shall bind him wandering in the vale of years. 
Till, lost to all but ignominious fears, 
He ehaU not blush to leave a recreant's name. 
And children, like himself innured to shame- 
But we will combat for our fathers' land. 
And we will drain the Ijfe-blood where we stand. 
To save our children ; — light ye side by side. 
And serried dose, yo men of j-outhful pride. 
Disdaining fear, and deeming light the cost 
Of life itself in glorious battle lost. 
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I.rnve not our siroa to stem the unequal fight, 
Whose limba are nerved no more with buoyant might 
Nor, lagging badcward, let the younger breast 
Pennit the man of ttge, (a sight unblessed,) 
To welter in the oombaf s foremost thrust. 
His hoary head dieheveUed in the dust. 
And venerable boaom bleeding bare. 

But youth's fair form, though Mien, is ever fair, 
And beajiliful in death, the boy appears. 
The hero boy that dies in blooming years: 
In man's regret he lives, and woman's tears, 
More sacred than in life, and lovelier far, 
For ha-ving perished in the &ont of war. 



SPECIMENS OF TRANSLATION FROM MEDEA. 



Tell me, ye bards, whose skill sublime 
First charmed the ear of youthful Tmie, 
With numbers wrapt in heavenly fire, 
Who hade delighted Echo swell 
The trembling transports of the lyre. 
The murmur of tho ehell — 
Why to the burst of Joy alone 
Accords sweet Music's soothing tone! 
Why can no bard, with magic stiain. 
In slumbers steep the heart of pain ? 
While varied tones obey your sweep. 
The mild, the plaintive, and the deep, 
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Bends not despairing Grief to hear 
Your golden lute, witJi ravished ear ? 
Has all your art no power to bind 
The fiercer panga that shake the mind 
Ajid lull the wiath at whose ommand 
MurJ.er bares her gory hand ' 
When flushed ivith joy, the rosy thrn g 
Weaye the light dance, ye '■well tl sang! 
Cease, ye vain -warblerH ! ceaae to charm 
The breast with other raptures warm I 
Cease ! till your hand with magic fltrain 
In fllnmbers steep the heart of pain ! 



SPEECH or THE CHORUS, 



queen ! to Athena dost thou guide 
Thy glowing chariot, steeped in kindred gore : 
Or seek to Mde thy foul hifantteide 
^Vhere Peace and Mercy dwell for evermore ! 

The land where Truth, pure, precious, and sublime, 
Wooes the deep silence of sequestered bowers, 

And warriors, matchless since the first of time. 

Rear their bright banners o'er unconquered towers ! 

Where joyous youth, to Music's mellow strain. 
Twines in the dance with nymphs forever fair, 

'Vhilo Spring otomal on the lilied plain. 
Waves amber radiance through the fields of air 1 
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130 CAMPBELL'S P O i; .M S . 

ThG tuncM ^me (so sacr d legends tell) 
Fust i\ il c 1 thoir heai enly lyre these scei es amoi 

St U in lour greenwood bowers the\ lore U> dwell; 
btill ui J our valea they swell tie choral 'Jung I 

But there the tuneful chiafe Puriin fur 
The (Tuordi m nymphs of green PamQS''ua now 

Sprung from Harmoma, while hor graceful hiir 
W TL 1 in high auburn o er her piliohed brow ! 



^\^leIe silent Tiles and glades of ijrcen Erray 
The murmuring wreaths of cool Cephisua laie, 

There i the muse hath sung it noon rf dii 
Ihc queen ot Beantj bowti to tistc tie wivo 



Ijid ble?t the s 


ream and breathe 1 icross the land 


ITio soft BVlC 


t gale that fan? ^'<n sumiier bowerr 


nd there the 


loter Loies e smiling ba d 


Crowned lut) 


the fragrant wreatl s 1 i s^ flower 



' And go she cries m jonder i-illeys rove 
With Beiutj 3 torch the '^Itmn sci,ies iHimc; 

■Wake in each e^e the radiant Ii„ht o£ Live 
Breathe on its uheek yoniig Passion i ttndor bloom. 

• Entwine, with myrlie chains \our soft control, 
To swaj the hcirts of FrtodomB dirhng kind 1 

\\ith glonmg charms enr pture "R odora s soul 
And mould to grace ethereal "N irtue s mm I 



The Imd where Hcavpn s own hillo«cd \ aters play. 
Where tr e id'il ip b nds tl c generous and the good] 

&av sliill t h J thee from thy ftantic waj 
IT ihoh 1 Oman mth thj hinds emhrucil 
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In tliine own children's gore ? Oh ! ere they Lleca, 
Let Nature's Toice t]iy ruthless heart appall 1 

Pause at the bold, irrevocable deed — 
The mother strikes — the guilllesa babes ahall fall ! 

Think what remorse thy maddening thoughts shall sting, 
"When dying pangs their gentle bosoms tear I 

Where shalt Uiou sink, when lingering echoes ring 
The Bcreams of horror in thy tortured ear ? 

No ! let thy bosom melt to Pity's cry, — 
In dust we kneel — by sacred Hear'n implore — 

O ! stop thy lifted arm, ero yet they die, 
Nor dip thy horrid hands in infant gorel 



Say, now shalt thou that barbarous soul assume, 
Undamped by horror at the daring plan f 

Hast thou a heart to work thy chEdren's doom ! 
Or hands to finish what thy wrath began ? 

When o'er each babe you look a last adieo, 
And gaze on Innocence that smiles asleep. 

Shall no fond feeling beat to Nature true, 

Charm thee to pensive thought — ■ and bid thee weep i 

When the young suppliants clasp their parent dear, 
Heave the deep sob, and pour the artless prayer, — 

Ay i thou shalt melt ; — and Siany a heart-shed tear 
Gush o'er the hardened features of despair ! 

Nature shall throb in every tender string, — 
Thy trembling heart; the ruffian's task deny ; — 

Thy horror-smitten hands afar shall fling 

The blade, undienched in blood's eternal dye. 



Hcisdty Google 



Hallowed Earth ' mth indi^it on 
Mark, oh mark the m ir Icrouo deed 

Radiant eye of wi le creatio i 
"Watch tlie accursed iniai ticide ' 

Ypt, ere Colchii s rugged daughter 

Perpetrate the dire de ign 
And consign to kindred slaughter 

Children of thy gol ieu line 

Shall mortal hand, ■rnth murder gory, 
Cause immorfd blood to Eiiv ' 

Sun of Heaven . — arrajed in glory 
lUse, forbid, avert the blow ! 

In the Tales of placid gladness 
Let no rueful miuiiuc range ; 

Chase aliir the fiend of Madness, 
Wr<;9t llie dagger fram Eerenge ! 

Say, hast thou, with kind protection. 
Reared thy smiling race in rain; 

roateting Nature's fond affectian, 
Tender cares, and pleasing pam ? 



lon^ 



Hast thou, on the troubled ocein 
Braved the tempest loud and b 

"Where the waves, in wdd commotion, 
Roar Cyanean tocka among > 

Didst- thou roam the p'5ths of danger, 

Hymencan joys to prove f 
Spare, sanguinary stcan^r. 

Pledges of thy sacred love ! 
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Ask not Heaven's couiniiaeration, 
After than haet done the deed i 

Mercy, pardon, expiation. 
Perish' when thj victims bleed. 
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O'OOi^NOR'S CHILD; 



OR, "the flower ( 



Ob 1 once the harp of Iimisfail 

"Was fltrung full high to nntea of gladneas; 

But yet it often told a tale 

Of more prevailing sadness. 

Sad was the nnte, and wild its fall, 

Aa winds tliat moan at night forlorn 

Along the isles of Fion-Gall, 

Whei), for O'Connor'a child to moum. 

The harper told, how lone, how far 

From any maiision's twinkling star, 

Prom any path of social men, 

Or voice, but from the fox's den. 

The lady in the desert dwelt ; 

And yet no wrongs, no fear she felt ; 

Say, why should dwell, in place ao wild, 

O'Connor's pale and lovely child? 



Sweet lady ! she no more inspires 
Green Erin's hearts with beauty's power, 
As, in the palace of her aires, 
She bloomed a peerless flower. 
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Gone &om her hand and bosom, goiio-. 
The royal brooch, the jewelled .ring. 
That o'er her dazzling wMtenesa shone. 
Like dews on lilies of the spring. 
Yet why, though fall'n. her brother's kerne, 
Beneath De Bourgo's battlo stem. 
While yet in Leinster unexplored. 
Her friends survive the English sword ; 
"Why lingers she from Erhi's host, 
So far on Galway's shipwrechod coast ; 
Why wanders eho a huntress wad — 
O'Connor's pale and lovely cliild? 



And fised on empty space, why bum 

Her eyes with momentary wildneaa i 

And wherefore do they then return 

To more than woman's mildness f 

Dishevelled are her raven looks ; 

Oh Connocht Moran's name she caLs ; 

And oft amidst the lonely rocks 

She sings sweet madrigals. 

PJaoed 'midst the fos-glove and the moss, 

Behold a parted warrior's cross 1 

That is the spot where, evermore, 

The lady, at her shieling door, 

Enjoys that, in ooromiinion sweet. 

The hving and the dead can meat, 

For, lo ! to love-lnrxL fantasy. 

The hero of her heart is nigh- 



Bright us the bow that spans the s; 
In Erin's yellow vesture clad, 
A son of light — a lovely form. 
He comes and makes her gladj 
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Now on the grasa-gceen turf he flita. 

His taEselled liom beside him laid; 

Now o'er the hills in chaae he flita. 

The hunter and the deer a shade '. 

Sweet mourner ! these are shadows VMn 

That cross the twilight of her brain ; 

Yet she will tell you, she is blest, 

Of Connoclit Moran's tomb possessed. 

More richly than in Aghrim's bower, 

When bards high praised her beauty's power. 

And kneeling pages offered up 

The morat in. a. olden cup. 



" A hero's bride i this desert bower. 

It ill befila thy gentle breeding ; 

And wherefore dost thou loye this flower 

To caU — ' My loTO lies bleeding f ' " 

"This purple flower my tears have nuraed; 

A hero's blood supplied its bloom : 

I love it, for it was the fast 

That grew on Connocht Moran's tomb. 

Oh ! hearken, stranger, to my voice ! 

This desert mansion is my choice ! 

And blesti though iatsd, be the star 

That led roe to its wilds afar ; 

For here these pathless mountains Iree 

Gave shelter to my love and me ; 

And every rock and every stone 

Bore witness ibat he was my own. 



" O'Connor's child, I yras Ihe bud 
Of Erin's royal tree of glory; 
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ns an gai 

Xte bloody fe 1 — tl e fatal light, 
"When otafing Connoclit Mora s acorn, 
They called my horo basely bom 
A d bade him choose a mesne bnle 
Than tr m O Connor i house at ir de 
Their tt be thev t ud, tl eir high degree, 
"Wis s u g m, Tara s psaltery 
Wt eaa lh«x Eathfl viotonoua brand. 
An 1 Cathal of the bloody hand 
Glo y tiiev said and pow r and honor, 
"Were in the ma s on f Connor 
But 1 c my loved one bore in fi. Id 
A humbler ere t a meaner hield. 



" Ah, brothers ! what did it aviul, 
That fififely and triumphantly 
Ye fought the English of the pale. 
And stemroed De Bourgo's chiTalry! 
And ivhat was it to love and mo. 
That barons by your standard rode ; 
Or bcal-Gres for your jubilee 
Upon a hundred mountains glowed ? 
What though the lords of tower and dome 
From Shannon to the North-eoa ibam, — 
Thought ye your iron hands of pride 
Could break the knot that love had tied! 
No I — lot the eagle change his plume. 
The leaf its hue, the Bower its bloom i 
But lies around this heart were spun. 
That could not, ivould not, be undone 1 
12 » 
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"At bleating of the wild watch-fold, 
Thus aang my lore — ' Oh, come with, me ! 
Out bark is on the lakg, — bdhold, 
Our steeds are fastened to the tree. 
Come far from Castle-Connor's clans ; 
Come with thy belted forestere, 
And I, h^de the lake of swans. 
Shall hunt for thee the fallow-deer ; 
And bmld thy hut, and bring thee home 
Tho wild-fowl and the honey-comb; 
And berries from the wood provide. 
And play my clarshech by thy side. 
Then come, my love I ' — How could I stay i 
Our nimble stag-hounds tracked the way, 
And I pursued, by moonless skies. 
The light of Connocht Morim's eyes. 



" And fast snA far, before the star 

Of day-spring, mahed we through the glade. 

And saw at dawn the lofty bawn 

Of Castle-Connor fade. 

Sweet was to us the hermitage 

Of this ufiploughed, untrodden shore ; 

Like birds all joyous from the cage, 

For man's neglect we loved it more ; 

And well he knew, my huntsman dear, 

To search the game with hawk and spear; 

"While I, Ms evening food to di'ess, 

Would sing to him in happiness. 

But, oh, tliat midnight of despair 1 

Wicn I was doomed to rend my hair : 

The night, to me, of shrieking sorrow 1 

The night, to hjui, -Ihat had no morrow I 



:y Google 



" When all was hushed, at even lide, 

I heard the bajing of (heir beagle : 

Be hushed ! my Connoelit Moraa cried, 

'Tis but the screammg of the eagle. 

Alaa ! 'twas not the eyrie's Bound ; 

Their bloody bsmds had tracked ua out ; 

Up-listening starts our couchant hand — 

And, hark ! again, thaiiiearer ahoiit 

Brings faster on the" murderers. 

Spare — spare him — Brazil — Desmond fierce I 

In vain -— no voice the adder charms ; 

Their weapons crossed my sheltering arms. 

Another's sword has laid hjin low- - 

Another's and another's ; 

And every hand that dealt the blow — 

All me ! it was a brother's 1 

Yea, when his moanings died away, 

Their iron hands had dug the clay. 

And o'er his burial turf they trod, 

And I beheld — oh GodI oh God ! — 

His life-blood oozing from the sod! 



"Warm in 


his dcith wnunds 'iepulchrod. 


Alasl my 


warriji s spirit brave 


Nor mass 


or uLa lulla heard. 


Lamenting 


sooth his giBve 


Dragged to 


thek hated mansion back. 


How long 


in thraldom s grasp I lay 


I knew no 


, for my soul -n-XA black. 


And knew 


no chuige ot night or day. 


One night 


of horror round me grew , 


Or if I sav 


, or felt, or knew, 


"Tivas but 


when those giim visages. 


The angry 


brothers of mj race, 
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Glared on each cye-bdl's aching throb, 
And checked my bosom's poivec to sob. 
Or when my heart nith pulses drear 
Boat lite a death-watcli to my eat. 



" But Heaven, at last, my soul's eclipse 
Did with a ■vision briglit inspire ; 
I woke, and felt upon my lips 
A prophetesa's fixe. 
Thrice in the east a war-drum beat, 
I heard the Sason'a trumpet sound. 
And ranged, as to the judgment-seat. 
My giiiHy, trembling brothers round. 
Clad in the helm and shield they came [ 
For now De Bourgo'fl swocd and flame 
Had ravaged Ulster's boundaries, 
And lighted up the midnight skies. 
The standard of O'Connor's sway 
Vas m irr h 

1 d, so dir ook 



"And go! (I cried) the combat seek, 

Ye hearts that unappalled bore 

The anguish of a sister's shriek. 

Go ! — and return no more 

For sooner guilt the ordeal brand 

Shall grasp unhurt, than ye shall hold 

The banner witli victoclous hand. 

Beneath a sister's curse unrollKd. 

O stranger I by my country's loss i 

And by my loye ! and by the cross ! 
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" They would have crossed themselvea, all mul 

They would taye prayed to burst .the spell; 

But at the stamping of aiy foot 

Each hand down powerless fell I 

And go to Athunree ! (I cried) 

High Hft Bio banner of your pride ! 

But know that where its sheet unrolls. 

The weight of blood is on yonr souls I 

Go where the havoc of your kerne 

Shan float as high as mountain fern 1 

Men shall no more your mEuision know; 

IThe nettles on your tearth shall grow 1 

Dead, as the green oblivious flood 

That mantles by your waHa,, shall be 

Tho glory of O'Connor's blood i 

Away 1 away to Athunree 1 

Where, downward when the sun shall &1L 

The raven's wing shall bo your pall ! 

And not a vassal shall unlace 

The visor from your dying face ! 



"A bolt (liat overhung our dome 
Suspended till my rurse "was given. 
Soon as it passed these lips of foam. 
Pealed in the blood-red heaven. 
Dire was the look that o'er thuir baolu 
The angry piiztmg brothers threw: 
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LOCHIEL'S WAKNINa. 
wizahd. - 



LocHiEL, I/OcHel ! beware of the day 
When the Lowlands shall meet thee in battle airayl 
Por a field, of the dead ruahes red on my sight, 
Ajid the elans of CiJloden ate ecattereJ in figlit. 
They rally, they bleed, for their kingdom and crown i 
Wo, wo to the riders that trample them down 1 
Proud Cumberland prancea, insulting the slain, 
And their hoof-beaten bosoms are trod to the plain. 
But hark ! through the fast-flashing lightning of war. 
What Bteed to the desert Sics frantic and far ( 
'Tia thine, oh GlenuUin i whoae bride nhall await. 
Like a love-lighted watch-fire, all night at the gate. 
A steed cornea at morning ; no rider is there ; 
But its bridle is red with the sign of despair. 
Weep, Albin [ to death and captivity led ! 
Oh weep ! but thy tears can not number the dead : 
Por a merciless sword on Culloden shall wave, — 
CuUoden I that reeks with the blood of the brave. 



Go, preach to the coward, thnu death-telling se 
Or, if gory Culloden so dipidful appear, 
Draw, dotard, around thy oid wavering sight. 
This mantle, to cover Ihe-phantoms of fright. 



Ha 1 laugh'st than, LoeMel, my vision to ecom i 
Proud bird of tha mountain, thy plume shall be t 
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Say, rushed the bold eagle exulfiiigly forth, 

rrom -his home, in the dark rolling clouds of the north i 

Lo ! tlie death-shot of foemen. outspeeduig, he rode 

Companionless, bearing desljuction abroad; 

Cut down let b'lTL stoop from Ma havoc on high 1 

Ah 1 home let hiii speed, — for the spoiler is nigh. 

"Why flames the far siunmit? "Why shoot to the bl^t 

Those embers, like stars Irom the firmament casti 

'Tis the fire-shower of ruin, all dreadfully driven 

From his eyrie, that beacons the darkness of heaven. 

Oh, created Lochiel ! the peerless in might. 

Whose banners arise on the battlements' height. 

Heaven's fire is around thee, to blast and to bum; 

Hotum to thy dwelling ! all lonely return ! 

Por the blackness of ashes shall mark where it stood. 

And a wild mother scream o'er her fsimishing brood. 



False Wizard, avaimt ! I have marshalled my elan. 
Their swords are a thousand, their bosoms are one I 
They are true to the last of their blood and their breath. 
And like reapers descend to the han'est of death. 
Then welcome be Cumberland's steed to the shook 1 
Let him dash his proud foam like a wase on the rock 1 
But wo to his kindred, and wo to his cause. 
When Albin her claymore indignantly draws i 
When her bonneted chieftains to victory crowd, 
Clanronald the dauntless, and Moray the proud. 
All plaided and ^lumed in their tartan ai'ray 



LocMel, Lochiel ! beware of the day i 

For, dark and despairing, my sight I may aeal. 
But man cannot cover what God would reveal ; 
'Tis the sunset of life gives me mystical lore. 
And coming events cast their shadows before. 
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I telJ thee, Cullodeii's dread echoes sliall ling 

With the bloodhounds tJiat bark for thy fugitiye king. 

Lo 1 anointed by Heaven with tho Yisds of wrath. 

Behold, where he flies on his desolate path ! 

No^Y in darkness and billows, he sweeps &om ray right ! 

Rise, rit« 1 yo wild tempests, and caver his flight ! 

"Tia finished. Their thunders are hushed on the moors ; 

Culloden is lost, and my country deplores ; 

But where is the iron-bound prisoner ! — where } 

Tax the red eye of battle is shut in despair. 

Say, mounts he the oc«an-wave, banished, forlorn, 

Like a limb from his country cast bleeding and torn? 

Ah no I for a darker departure is near ; 

The ■war-drum is muffled, and black is the bier ; 

His death-bell is toUing ; oh i mercy, dispel 

Yon. sight, that it freezes my spirit to tell ! 

Life flutters convulsed in his quivering limbs. 

And his blood-streaming nostril in agony swims. 

Accursed be the fagots liiat blaze at his feet. 

Where his heart shall be thrown ere it ceases to beat, 

With the smoke of its ashes to poison tlie gale 



Down, soothlese inaulter ! I trust not the tale : 

For never shall Albin a destiny meet 

So black with dishonor, so foul with relreat. 

Though my perishing ranks should he strewed in theil 

gore, 
like ocean-weeds heaped on the surf-beaten shore, 
Loohiel, untainted by flight or by chains, 
While the kindling of life in his bosom, remains. 
Shall victor exult, or in death he laid low, 
With his back to the fleM, and his feet to the foe 1 
Aud leaving in battle no blot on his name. 
Look proudly to Heaven from the death-bed of feme, 
13 
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BATTLE OP THE BALTIC. 



Op Kelson and (be North, 
Sii^ the glorious day's lenown 
■When to battle fierce came forth 
All the might of Denmark's ciown, 
And hec arms along the deep pcoudlr a! 
By each gun the lighted brand. 
In a bold determined hand, 
And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on. — 



Like leviathans afloat, 

l*y ijieir'IiiJwirEs o n th e brine; 

'■WhaT'ffie ^gn o^ '^ttle Hew 

On the lofty British line : 

It was ten of April mom by the chime; 

As they drifted on their path, 

There was sUence deep as deuth ; 

And the boldest held his breath. 



But the might of England Suzhed 

To anticipate the scene ; 

And her van the fleeter rushed 

O'er the deadly space between. 

" Hearts of oak ! " our captains cried, when e«dk 

From its adamantine lips [S"^ 

Spnad a death-shade round the ships. 
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Again i again ! again ! 

Ajid the havnc ijid not Blade, 

Till a fteble choer the Dane 

To our cheering sent ua back : 

Their shots along the deep slowly Ijoom ; 

Then ceased — and all ia wail, 

As tliey strike the shattered sail i 

Or, in OMiflagration pale, 

Light the gloom. — 



Out spoke the victor then, 

As he hailed thero o'er the wave; 

" Ye are brotheri ! ye are men ! 

And we conquer but to save : — 

So peace instead of death let ua bring ; 

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet. 

With the orewa, at England's feet. 

And midce aubmisnan meet 

To our King." ~ 



Then Deimiark Hesaed our oMefi 

That he gare her wounds repose ; 

And the sounds of joy and grief 

'Prom hei people wildly rose. 

As death withdrew his shades from the day. 

While the snn looked smiling bright 

O'er a wide and woful sight, 

Where the fires of funeral light 

Died away.— 
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Now joy, Old England, riJse 1 
Por the tidings of thy migit. 
By the festal cities' blaze, 
■Whilst the wine-cup shines in light ; 
And yet amidst that joy and uproar. 
Let us think of them that sloep,- 
Full many a fathom deep. 
By thy wild and etoimy steep. 



Brare hearts ! to Britain's pride 
Onee so faithful and so true, 
On the deck of fame that died. 
With the gallant, good Riou : • 
Soft sigh the winds of HeaTen o'er 
"While the billow mournful rolls. 
And the mermaid's Bong condoles. 
Singing glory to the souls 
Of the hrftye 1 — 

• £!apuuQ Riou, jnatly entiilefl ihe galhiftl and Ike gi 
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YE MA1U^'ERS OF ENGLAND: 



Ye Mariners of England ! 
That guard our native seas; 
■Whose flag has braved, a thousand years, 
JJ^e battle and the breeze ! 
Yoiir glorious standard . launch agthi 
To match another foe ] 
And sweep through the deep. 
While the stormy winds do bbw; 
While the battle rages loud and long. 
And the Btonny winds do blow. 



The spirits of your fathers « 
. Shall start from every wave ! — 
For the deck it was their field of ftima, 
And Ocean was their grave : 
Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell. 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 
As ye sweep through the deep, 
"While the stormy winds do blow; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do Mow. 



Britannia needs no bulwarks. 
No towers along the steep ; 
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Her morcli is o'er tte n 
Her home ia on the deep. 
"With, tlivmders from, hec native oak. 
She quells the floods below, — 
Aa tliey roar on the shore, 
"When the stormy winds do blow ; 
Whon the batlie rages loud and long 
And the stormy \yind9 do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terciflc bnni ; 

Till danger's troubled night depart. 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean- warriors 1 

One song and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your name, 

"When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no moro 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 



HOHENLTNDEN. 

Oh linden, when the sun was low. 
All bloodless lay the untrcSJden snow. 
And dark as winter was- the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But IJnden saw another sight, 
"Wlien the drum heat, at dead of night. 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The dattuGaa of her scenery. 
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By torch and tmnipet fast mraycd. 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade. 
And furiaua every charger neighed, 
To J 3111 the dreadful xeyelcr. 

Then shook the hills with thunder livea 
Then rushed the steed to battle driven, 
And louder than the holts of heaven, 
Par flashed the red artillery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden's hiUs of stained snow. 
And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser rolling rapidly. 

'Tis mom, but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds rolling dun, 
"Where furious Prank and fiery Hun, 
Shout in theit sulph'rous canopy. 

The comhat deepens. On, ye brave, 
Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich ! all thy banners wave, 
And charge with all thy chivalry 1 

Few, few shnU part where many meet! 
The anoff shall be their winding-sheet, 
Ajid every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a wldiet's sepulchre. 
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GLENARA. 

O HEiBD je yon pibroch sound sad in the gale, 
Where a band comcth slowly with weeping and waili 
'Tis the chief of Glenara laments for his dear ; 
And her sire, and the people, are called to her bier. 

Glenara came first with the mourners and Bhroud ; 
Her Itinamen they followed, but mrnuned not aloud; 
Their plaids all their bosoms were folded around : 
ITiey marched all in aUcnce — Tbey looked on the ground. 

In eUence they reached over mountain and moor. 
To a heath, where the oak-tree grew lonely and hoar ; 
"Now here let us place the gray stone of her cairn : 
Why speak ye no word!" — said Glenara the stem. 

'■ And tell me, I charge you ! ye clan of my spouse. 
Why fold ye your mantles, why cloud ye youi brows!" 
So spoke the rude chieftain ; — no answer is made. 
But each mantle unfolding a dagger displayed. 

"I dreamed of my lady, I dreamed of her shroud," 
Cried a voice from the kinsmen, all wrathful and loud; 
" And empty that shroud, and that coffin did seem ; 
Qlenara I Glenara [ now read me my dream < " 

O 1 pale grew the cheek of that chieftain, I ween. 
When the shroud was unclosed, and no lady was seen 
Wlien a voice from the kinsmen spoke louder in scorn, 
'Twas the youth who had loved the fair Ellen of Lorn: 
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" I dreamed of my lady, I dteaiued of her griel, 
1 dreamed that her lord was a barbarous chief: 
On a rock of the ocean fair Ellen did aeero [ 
Glaiara ! Glenara ! now read me my dream ! " 

In duBl, low the traitor has knelt to the ground, 
And Uie desert revealed where his lady was found; 
rrom a rook of the ocean that beauty is bomo — 
Now joy to the house of fair Ellen of Jjom 1 



EXILE OF ERIN. 

Thbue lisme to the beach a poor Exile of Erin, 

The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill: 
For his country he sighed, when at twilight repiuring 

To wander alone by the wind-beaten hill. 

But the day-star attracted his eye's sad devotion, 

For it rose o'er his own native isle of the ocean, 

^Vhere once in the fire of his youthful emotion, 

He sang the bold anthem of Erin go bragh. ! 

Sad is my fate 1 said the heart-broken Htronger ; 

The wild deer and wolf to a covert can fl.ce. 
But I have no tefoge from famine and danger, 

A home and a countiy remain not to me. 
Never again, in the green sunny bowers. 
Where ray forefethers lived, shall I spend the sweet hours, 
Or cover my harp with the wild-woven flowers, 

And strike to the numbers of Erin go bragb I 

Erin, my country ! though sad and forsaken. 
In dreams I revisit thy sea-bealen shore; 
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Bui, slas ! in a far foreign laiid i awaken. 

And High for the frienda who can meet me no more 1 
Oh cruel fate I wilt thou never replace me 
In a mansion of peace — where no perils can chase mel 
Never again shtdl my brothers embrace mef 
They dieil to defend me, or live to deplore 1 

"Wliere is my cabm-door, fast by the wild wood ? 

Sisters and sire I did ye weep for its fall f 
TVliere is the mother that looked on my childhood J 

And where is the bosom-&iend, dearer than all; 
Oh ! my sad heart ! long abandoned by pleasure, 
■Why did it dote on a fast-fading treasure? 
Tears, like the rain drop, may fall without measure, 

But rapture and beauty they can not recall. 

Yet all ils sad recollection suppressing, 

One dying wisb my lone bosom can draw : 
Erin ! an exile bequeotlis thee this blessing [ 

Lajid of my forefathers ! Erin go bragh ! 
Buried and cold, when my heart stills her motion, 
Green be thy Helds, — sweetest isle of the oocan i 
And thy harp-strildng bards sing aloud with aerotion,- 
Erin mavoumin — Erin go biagh 1 • 



LORD ULLtNfe DAUaHTEIL 

A caiEFtiiN, to the Highlands hound, 
Cries, "Boatman, do not tarry 1 

And m give thee a sflver pound 
To low us o'er the ferry." — 
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" Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle, 
This dark and stormy water i " 

" O, Tm the chief of Ulva'a Ule, 
And this Lord Ullin's daughter. — 

" And fExat before her father's men 
Three days we've fled together, 

For ehouLi he find us in the glen. 
My blood would stain the heather. 

"His horsemen tard behind ua rids; 

Should they our atopa discover. 
Then who will cheer my bonny bride 

When they have slain her lover i " — 

Outspoke the hardy Highland wight, 
'Til go, my chief — I'm ready: — 

It is not for jour silver bright ; 
But for your winsome lady ; 

" And by my word ! the bonny bird 

In danger shall not tarry ; 
So though the waves are raging white, 

I'll row you o'er the ferry." — 

By this the storm grew loud apace. 
The water-wraith was shrieking i 

And in the scowl of heaven each face 
Gcew diurk as they were speaking. 

But stai aa wilder blew the wind. 
And aa the night grew drearer, 

Adown ths glen rode armed men. 
Their trampling sounded nearer, — 

" O haste thee, haste ! " the lady cries. 
Though tempests round us gather ; 
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I'll meet the raging of the ekiea, 
But not an angry father." — 

The boat Tiaa left a Btorray land, 

A stormj' sea before her, — 
When, oil ! too sU-oiij!; for human hand, 

-The Mmpest gathered o'er her. — 

And sHU they rowed amidst the roar 

Of waters fast prei'ailing : 
Lord Ullin reached that fatal shore) 

His Tviath was changed to wailing. 

For soFe dismayed, through storm and shade, 

Hia child he did discoter ; — 
One lovel) hand "ho Btreti,hcd for aid. 

And one was round her lover, 

" Come "back ' come back ' " he cried in grie£ 

"Across this stormy water; 
And ril focgiTe your Highland chie£ 

My danghter ! — oh my daughter ! ' 

'Twas -vain ; the loud waves laahed the shore, 

Eetum or aid prerejiling: — 
The waters wild went o'er his child. 

And he was left lamenting^ 
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ODE TO THB MEMORY OF BURNS. 

Soul of the Poet ! wheresoe'or, 
Eoclaimed from earth, thy genius plume 
Her wings of immortality : 
Suspend thy hacp in happier sphere, 
And with thine influence illume 
The gladness of our jubilee. 

And fly Uke fiends from secret spell, 
Discord and Strife, at Emma's name, 
Esorcised by his memory j- 
Eor he was chief of bards that swell 
The heart "with songs of aoeial flame. 
And high delicious revelry. 

And IjOTc's own strfdn to him vas given. 

To warble all its ecstaciea 

With Pythian words unsoaght, unBiUed — 

Love, the surviving gift of Heaven, 

The choicest sweet of Paradise, 

In life's else bitter cup distilled. 

■Who, that has melted o'er his lay 
To Mary's soul, in Heaven above. 
But pictured sees, in fancy strong. 
The landscape and the livelong day 
That smiled upon their mutual love f — 
Who that has felt foi^ta the song } 

Nor skilled one flame alone to fan : 
His country's high-aouled peasantry 
What patriot-pride he taught ! — how much 
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It is the muse that conaecratfs 
The native banner of the brave, 
Unfurling, at the trumpet's breath, 
Ecsc, thistle, harp; 'tis she elates 
To sweep the field, or ride the wave, 
A STin-butst in the stonn of death. 

And thou, young hero, when thy pall 

Is crossed with mournful sword and plume, 

When public grief begins to fade, 

And only tears of kindred fall, 

■\Vho hut the Bard shall dress thy tomb. 

And greet with fame thy gallant shade? 

Such was the soldier — Buens, fo^ve , 

That sorrows of mine own intrude 

In strains to thy great uiemory doe. 

In verse like thine, oh I could he live, 

The fKend I mourned — the brave, the good — 

Edward that died at 'Watecloo 1 • 

Farewell, high chief of Scottish song ! 
That couldst allemately impart 
Wisdom and rapture in thy page. 
And brand each vice with satire strong. 
Whoso lines are mottoes of the heart. 
Whoso truths electrify the sage. 

Farewell ! and ne'er may Envy daia 
To wring one baleful poison drop 
From the crushed laurels of thy bust : 
But while the lark singa sweet in air, 
StiU may the grateful pilgrim stop. 
To bless the spot that holds thy dunt. 

ujor Edwaril Ilmtge, of the Tlh HoBsara, who fell m Ihe head 
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At the silence of twilight's contemplative hour, 

I haye mused in a eorrowful mood. 
On the wind-shaken weeds that embosom the Ijower, 

Where the home of my forefathers stood. 
All ruined and wild is theii roofless abode, 

And lonely the dark raven's sheltering tree ; 
And travelled by few is the grass-covered road, 
"Where the hnnter of deer and the wairior trodc. 

To his hills that encircle the sea. 

Yet wandering, I found on my ruinous walk. 

By the dial-slone aged and green, 
One rose of tho wilderness left on its stalk. 

To matK where a garden bad been. 
like a brotheriess hermit, the last of its race, 

All wild in the silence of nature, it drew, 
Prom each wandering sun-beam, a lonely embrace, 
For the night-weed and thorn overshadowed tho place, 

"Where the flower of roy forefathers grew. 

Sweet bud of the wilderness ! emblem, of all 

That remains in this desolate heart 1 
The fabric of bliss to its centre may fall. 

But patience shall never depart 1 
Though the wilds of enchantment, all vernal and brighli 

In the days of delusion by fancy combined 
With the vanishing phantoms of love and delight, 
Abandon my soul, like a dream of tho night. 

And leave but a desert behind. 
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CAMPBELL'S POEMS. 16] 

Be hushed, my iloik spirit ! for wisdoni condemns 

Vfhea the faint acd the feeble deplore ; 
Be strong as the rock of the oeean that sterna 

A thousand wild waves on the shore ! 
Through the perils of chance, and the scowl of dtsdaui. 

May thy front be unaltered, thy courage elate ! 
Yea ! evea the name I have worshipped in vain 
Shall awake not the sigh of remembrance bkbjii ■ 

Tq bear is to conquer our fate. 



THE SOLBIER'8 DBEAM. 

Odb bugles Bang truce — ibr the night-cloud had lowered, 
And the sentinel stars set their watch in the aky ; 

And thousands hod sunk on the ground OTerpowered, 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded fo die. 

TVhen repoang that night on roy pallet of straw. 
By the wolf-scaring fagot that guarded the sliun ; 

At the dead of the night a swoct vision I saw, 
And thrice ere the morning I dreamed it again. 

Methought from the hattle-field'B dreadful array. 
Far, far I had roamed on a desolate track ; 

'Twaa Autumn, — and aunehine arose On the way 
To the home of my lathers, that welcomed me back. 

I fiew to the pleasant fields traversed so oft 

In life's mnming march, when my bosom was young; 

I heard my own mountain- goats bleating aloft. 
And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung; 
14* 
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Then pledged we the wuie-eup, and fondly I swore. 
From mj home and mj weeping Mends never to part; 

My IJttlo ones kiaaed me a thousand tunes o'er. 
And my wife sobbed aloud in her fulueSiS of heart. 

Stay, stay with os, — rest, thou art weary and worn j 
And fain was Uioir war-broken soldier to stay : — 

But sorrow returned with flie dawning of mom. 
And the voice in zny dreaming ear melted away. 



TO THE RAINBOW. 

Trtomfh*.! arch, that fiU'st the sky 
When Btorma prepare to part! 

I ask not proud Philosophy 
To teach, me what thou art — 

Still seem, as to my cMldliood's sight, 

A midway station given 
For happy spirits to alight 

Betwiit the earth and heaven. 

Can all that Optics leach, unfold 

Thy form to please me so. 
As when I dreamed of gems and gold 

Hid in thy radiant bow i 

When Science &om Creation's face 
Enchantment's veil withdraws, 

What lovely visions yield their place 
To cold material lai™ ! 
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And yet, fair bow, no fabling dreams, 
But words of the Most High, 

Have told why first thy robe of beams 
"Was woven in the sty. 

Wh«i o'er the green, undeluged earth 
Heaven's covenant thou didst shine, 

How came the world's gray fathers forth 
To watch thy sacred sign ! 

And when its yellow lustre smiled 

O'er moimtains yet untrod. 
Each mother held aloft her child 

To bless the bow of God. 

MethjrJLB, thy jubilee to keep. 

The first made anthem rang 
On earth delivered from, the deep, 

And the first poet sang. 

Nor ever shall the Muse's eye 

Unraptured greet thy beaon: 
Thome of primeval prophecy. 

Be still the prophet's theme ! 

The earlli to thee her ineense yields. 

The lark thy welcome sings, 
"When glittering in the freshened fieldl 

The snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorious is thy girdle cast 
O'er mountain, tower, and town. 

Or, mirrored in the ocean vast, 
A thousand fathoms down ! 

As fresh in yon horizon dark. 
As young thy beauties seem. 
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As when the eagle from the ark 
Firat sported in thy beam. 

Pot, MtMul to its sacred page, 
Heaven still rebuilds thy span 

Nor lel3 the type grow pale with a 
That first spoke peace to man. 



THE LAST MAN. 

All worldly shapes shall melt in glooca, 

The Bun himself must die, 
Before this mortal shall aasume 

Its Immortality ! 

I saw a vision in my sleep, 

That gave my spirit strength to sweep 

Adown the gulf of Time I 
I saw the last of human mould. 
That shall Creation's death behold, 

As Adam saw her prime I 

The Sun's eye had a sickly glare. 

The Earth with age was wan, 
The skeletons of nations were 

Around l^t lonely man '. 
Some had expired in fight, — Oie brands 
Still meted in their bony bands ; 

In plague anil fEimine some ! 
Earth's cities had no sound nor tiead ; 
And ships were drifting with the dead 

To shores where all was durah ! 
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Yet, prophet-like, that lone One stood. 

With dauntleas words and high, 
That Bhook the Gere leaves from the wood 

As ii a storm passed by. 
Saying, "We are twins in death, proud Sun, 
Thy face is cold, thy race is run, 

'Tis Mercy bids tiiee go. 
Por thou ten thousand thousand years 
Hast seen the tide of human tears, 

That shall no longer flow. 

What though beneath thee man put forUi 

His pomp, his pride, his skill ; 
And arts that made fire, flood and earth. 

The Tassals of bis will j — 
Yet mourn I not thy parted sway. 
Thou dim discrowned king of day : 

For all these trophied arts 
And triumphs that beneath thee sprangi 
Healed not a passion or a pang 

Entailed on human hearts. 

Go, let oblivion's curtain fall 

TJpon the stage of men, 
Nor with thy risii^ beams recall 

Life's tragedy again. 
Its piteous pageants bring not back, 
Nor waken flosh, upon the rack 

Of pain anew to writhe ; 
Stretched in disease's shapes abhorred 
Or moivn in battle by the sword. 

Like grass beneath the sojthe. 

Even I am wcaxy in yon skies 

To watch thy fading 6re; 
Test of all sumless agonies, 

Uehold not me expire. 
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My lips that speak thy dirye of death — 
Their rounded gasp and gurgling breath 

To see thou ahalt not boast. 
The eclipse of Nature spreads my pall, — 
The majesty of Darkness shall 

Receive my partujg ghost ! 

This spirit shall return to Him 

Who gave its heavenlj' spark ; 
Yet think not. Sun, it shall be dim 

When thou thyself art dark ! 
No I it shall live again, and shine 
In blias unknown to beams of iJuna, 

By Him recalled to breath, 
"Who captive led captivity. 
Who robbed the grave of Victory, — 

And took the sting from Death ! 

Go, Sun, while Mercy holds me up 

On Nature's awful waste 
To drink this last and bitter cup 

Of grief that man shall taste — 
Go, tell the night that hides thy faCB; 
Thou saw'st the last of Adam's >ice. 

On Earth's sepulchral clod, 
The darkening universe defy 
To q^uench his Immoitality, 

Oz shake his tiust in God t 
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A DREAM. 

Well may sleep present us fictions. 

Since our waking n 
With such, fanciful e 

As make life itself a dream. — 
Half our daylight faith's a fable ; 

Sleep disports with shadovrs too,> 
Seeming in their turn as stable 

As the world wo wake to Tiew 
Ne'er by day did Reason's mint 
Owe my thoughts a clearer print 
Ot assured reality, 
Than was left by Fantasy 
Stamped and colored on my sprite. 
In a dream of yesteniight. 

In s bark, methougW, lone steering, 

I was cast on Ocean's strife ; 
This, 'twas whispered in my hearing 

Meant the sea of life. 
Sad regrets from past existence 

Cami', like gales of chilling breath ; 
Shadowed in the forward distance 

Lay the land of Death. 
Now seeming more, now less remote. 
On that dim-seen shore, mcthought, 
1 beheld two hands a space 
Slow unshroud a spectre's face ; 
And my flesh's hair upstood, — 
'Twas mine own similitude. — 

But my soul revived at seeing 
Ocean, like an emerald spark. 
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" T^'pc not thu I f aid fur spirit '. 

That mj death hnir is not como! 
Sa\ what daja shall I inherit? — 

Tell my soul their ■lum 
" No he said yon phanlom's aspect, 

iruit mt 11 oul i appall thee wor^, 
Held in cleicly mtasuied prospect; — 

Ask not for a curse i 
Mako not, for I orerhear 
Thine unspoken thoughts as clear 
As thy mortal ear could cateh 
The close brought tickings of a watch - 
Make not tho untold request 
That's now cevolTing in thy breast. 

'Tis to live again, rcmcaBuring 

Youth's years, like tt scene reheaised. 
In thy second lifetime treasuring 

Knowledge &om tho first. 
Hast thou felt, poor Belf-deceiver I 

Life's career so void of pain, 
As to wish its fitful fever 

New begun again i 
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Could experience, ten timoa thine, 
Pain from Being disentwine — 
Threads by Fate together spun? 
Could thy flight Heaven's lightning shun ? 
No, nor could thy foresight's glance 
'Scape the myriad shafla of Chanoa, 

Wouldst thou bear again Love's tronWe — 

friendship's death-dissevered ties ; 
Toil to grasp or miss the bubble 

Of Ambition's prize? 
Say thy life's new guided action 

Flowed from Virtue's fairest springs — 
Still would Envy and Detraction 

Double not their stings f 
"Worth itself is but a charter 
To be mankind's distinguished martyr" 
— I caugiiC the moral, and Cried, " Hail I 
Spirit! let us onward sail. 
Envying, fearing, hating none — 
Guardian Spirit, steer me on '. " 



VALEDICTORY STAJSZAS. 

TO J. P. K£MBLE, ESQ. 



Pride of the British stage, 
A long and last adieu ! 

"Whose image brought th' hercic 
Eerived to Fancy's view. 
IS 
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Liko fields refreshed with, dewy light 

When the sun smiles his last, 
Thy parting presencp makes mote bright 

Our memory of the past ; 
And memory conjures feelings up 

That nine or music need not swell, 
As high we lift the festal cup 

To Kemble— fere thee well ! 

His was the spoU o'er hearts 

Which only Acting lends — 
The youngest of the sister Arts, 

Where all their beauty blends : 
For iU can Poetry express 

Full many a tone of thought sublime, 
And Painting, ronte and motionless, 

Steals but a glance of time. 
But by the mighty aclir brought, 

niusion'a perfect triumphs eome, — 
Verse ceases to be airy thought, 

And Sculpture to be dumb. 

Time may ogoin revive. 

But ne'er eclipse the charm, 
When Cito spoke in hira alive. 

Or Hotspur kindled warm. 
What squl was not resigned enfce 

To the deep sorrows of the Moor? 
What English heart was not on fire 

With him at Agincouxt S 
And yet a majesty possessed 

TTis transport's most impetuous tonei 
And to each passion of the breast 

The Graces gave their lone. 

High were the task— too high. 
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lai words to paint your memory 
Of Kerable and ot Lear ; 
But who forgets that white disccowjied head. 

Those bursts of Keaeon's half- extinguished glare, 
'["hose tears upon Cordelia's bosom shed 
In doubt more toncbing than despair, 
If 'twas reality he felt ! 

Had Shakspeare's self amidst you been, 
Friends, be bad seen you melt. 
And triumphed to have seen ! 

And there was many an hour 

Of blended, kindred fame. 
When Siddons's ausiliar power 

And sister magic came. 
Together at the Muse's side 

The tragic paragons had grown ; 
They were the children of het pride, 

Tlie columns of her throne ; 
And undivided favor ran 

From heart to heart in their applause, 
Saive for the gallantly of man 

In lovelier woman's cause. 

Fair a^ some classic dome, 

Robust and ricMy graced, 
tour Kemele's spirit was the home 

Of genius and of taste ; 
Taste like the silent dial's power, 

That when supernal light is given, 
CaiL measure iuspiratiou's hour, 

And tell its height in heaven. 
At once ennobled and correct. 

Ilia mind surveyed He tragic page, 
And whTat the actor aould effect, 

Tlie scholar could presage 
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Tiicso were tia traits of worth ; — 

And must we lose them now ? 
And shall the Eceae no more show fori 

Hifl Bteinly pleasing brow J 
AJas, the moral briiigB a tear ! — 

'Tis all a transient liour below ; 
And we that would detain ttee here. 

Ourselves as fleetly go l 
Yet shall our latest age 

This parting scene review : — 
Pride of the Briljsh stage, 

A long Knd lost adieu I 



Pledoe to the much-loved land that gave as hirt 

Invincible romantic Scotia's shore ! 
Pledge to the memory of her portod worth I 

And first, amidst the brave, lememlier Moore I 

And be it deemed not wiong that name to give, 
In festive hours, which prompts the patriot's si) 

Who would not envy such as Moore to live ? 
And died he not as heroes wish to die i 

Yes, though too soon attaining glory's goal. 
To us his bright career too short was given ; 

Yet in s. mighty oauso his phccnis soul 
Rose on the Home* of victory to Heaven ! 
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CAMPBELL-^ POEMS. 173 

IIow oft (if beats in subjugated Spain 
One patriot heart) in eeeret shall it moMm 

Foe him ! — How oft on far Corunna'a plain 
Shall British exiles iveep upon his um ! 

Peace to the mighty dead ; — our bosom thanks 
In sprightlior strains the lining may inspire ! 

Joy to the chiefe tliat led old Scotia'a ranka. 
Of Roman garb and mora than Eoinaa fire [ 

Triumphant be the thistle still unftitled, 

Dear symbol wild ! on Freedom's hills it grows. 

Where Fjngal stemmed the tjTants of the world. 
An.d Roman eagles found unconquered foes, ' 

Joy to the band • -this day on Egj-pfa coast, 
"Whose valor tamed proud France's tricolor, 

And wrenched the banner from her bravest host. 
Baptized Invinoible in Austria's gore ! 

Joy for the day on red Vineira's strand, 

When, bayonet to bayonet opposed. 
First of Britannia's host her Highland band 

Gave but the death-shot once, and foremost closed 1 

la there a son of generous England here 
Or fervid Erin ? — he with us shall join. 

To pray that in etetnal union dear. 
The rose, the shamrock, and the thistle twine i 

Types of a race who shall th' invader scorn, 
As rocks resist the billows round their shore [ 

Types of a race who shall to time unborn 
Their country leave unconquered as of yore 1 
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Ba\TB men vbo at the Troeadero fell — 

Beside your oannona conquered not, though eluin, 

There is a victory in dying well 

For FreedorQ, — and ye have not died in ™in; 

For come what may, there shall be hearts in Spain 

To honor, ay embrace your martyred lot, 

Cursing the Bigot's and the Bourbon's chain, 

And looking on yrnir graves, though trophied not, 

As holier hallowed ground than priests could make tha 

"What though your ease be baffled — &eemen cast 

In dungeons — dragged to. death, or forced to flee; 

Hope ie not withered in affliction's hlsst — 

The patriot's hlood 'a the seed of Freedom's tree; 

And short yonr orgies of revenge shall be, 

Cowled demons of the Inquisitorial cell ! 

Earth shodders at your victory, — for ye 

Are worse than common fiends from Heaven that fell, 

The baser, ranker sprung. Autochthones ai Hell 1 

Go to your bloody rites again — bring back 

The hall of horrors and the assessor's pen. 

Recording answers shrieked upon ihe rack ; 

Smile o'er the gaapings of spine-broken men ; — 

Preach, perpetrate damnation in your den; — 

Then let your altars, ye blasphemers I peal 

"With thanks to Heaven, that let you loose again. 

To practise deeds with torturing fire and steel 

EIo eye may search — no tongue may challenge or reveal! 
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Yet laugh not in your carnival of crime, 

Too proudly, ye oppressors I — Spain was fece, 

Her soil lias felt the foot-printa, and lier clime 

Been winnowed by the wings of Liberty ; 

And these even parting BCaCter as they flee 

TTioughts ^ influences, to live in hearts imhom, 

Opinions that shall wrench the prison-key 

From Persecution — show her mask off-torn, 

And tramp her bloated head beneath the foot of Soom. 

Glory lo them that die in this great cause ; 
Kings, Bigots, can inflict no brand of sliame. 
Or shape of death, to shrond them &om applause: — 
No ! — manglers of the martyr's earthly frame : 
Your hangman fingers can not touch his fame- 
Still in your prostrate land there shall be some 
Prouii hearts, the shrines of Freedom's vestal flume- 
Long trains of ill may pass unheeded, dumb. 
But veugeanee is behind, and justice is to come. 



SONG OF THE GREEKS. 

AoMN to the battle, Aehaians ! 

Our hearts bid the tyrants defiance ; 

Our land, the first garden of Liberty's tree — 

It has been, and shall yet be, the land of the &ee ; 

For the cross of our faith, is replanted. 

The pale dying crescent ia daunted, 

And we march that the foot-prints of Mahomet's Blaves 

May be washed out in blood from our forefathers' grftvea 

Their spirtts are hovering o'er ua. 

And the sword shaU to glory restore us- 
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Ah ! whut though no succor adyaiicea. 

Nor Christendom's chirtilroua lances 

Are stretched in our aid — he the coiubat oar own! 

And we'll perUh or conquer more proudly ahwie ; 

For we'Te awom hy our Countrv's assaulters. 

By the virgina they dragged irtnn our altars, 

By our massacred patriots, our children in diaina. 

By our heroea of old, and their blood in our veins. 

That, living, we shall be victorious, 

Or that, dying, our deaths ahall be glorious. 

A breath of submissiou we breathe not ; 

The sword that we've drawn we will eheatti not ! 

Ita scabbard is left where our martyrs are laid, 

And the vengeance of ages has whetted its blade. 

Earth may hide — wavea ingulf — fire ctmaume us. 

But they shall not in fdavery doom us ; 

If they rale, it shall be o'er our ashes and graves; 

But we've smote them already with fire on the waves. 

And new triumphs on land arc before us. 

To the charge ! — Heaven's banner is o'er us. 

This day shall ye blush for its story, 

Or brighten your lives with its glory. 

Our women, oh, aay, shall they shriek in despair, 

Or embrace us from conquest with wreaths in their haii i 

Accursed may hia memory blacken. 

If a eowaiy. there he that would alaeken 

Till we've trampled the turban, and shown ouisclre) 

Being sprung from and named for the godlike of earth. 

Strike homo and the world shall revere ns 

As heroes descended from heroes. 

Old Greece lightens up with emotion 

Her inlands, her iales of the Ocean ; 

Panes rehrnlt and fair towns shall with jubilee ring. 

And the Nine shall new-hallow their Helicon's spring i 
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Ouj hearths shall be kindled if. gladnosa, 

That ivera cold and extiiiguiahed in sadness ; 

Wliilst our maidens shall dance with their whito-waving 

Singing joy to the bravo that delivered their chujms, 
Wlien the blood of yon Muasulman cravens, 
S hnll havo purpled the beaks of our ravens. 



ODE TO WrNTER. 

Whew first flie fiery-mantled Biin 
His heavenly race began to run ; 
Round the earth and ocean blue 
His children four, the Seasons, flew. 
First, in green appnrel dancing, 

The young Spring smiled with angel grace ; 
Rosy Suminer next advancing, 

Rushed into her sire's embrace — 
Her hright-hsired sice, who bade her keep 

For ever nearest to his smiles, 
On Calpe's olive-shaded steep, 

On India's cHron-covered isles : 
More remote and buxom-brown, 

I'he Queen of vintage bowed before his thronai 
A rich pomegranate gemmed her crown, 

A ripe sheaf bound lier zone. 
Bnt howling Winter fled afar. 
To hills that prop the polar slm. 
And loves on deer-home oar to ride 
With barren Darkjiess by his side. 
Round the shore ivliere loud Lofoden 

Whirli to death the roaring vhile. 
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Round tlie hall whcro Eunio Odin 

Howls his war-aong to the gale ; 
Saye when adown the ravaged globe 

He travela on his native storm, 
Deflowering Nature's grassy robe, 

And trampling on her faded form ; 
Till light's returning lord assume 

The shaft that drives him to his polar fieldi 
Of power to pierce hia raven plume 

And ciyatal- covered shield. 
Oh, sire of storms ! whose savage ear 
The Lapland drum delights to hear, 
When Prenzy with her blood-shot eye 
Implores thy dreadful deity. 
Archangel I power of desolation ? 

Fast deScencUng as thou art. 
Say, hath mortal invocation 

Spells to touch thy stony heart ? 
Then sullen "Winter, hear my prayer. 
And gently rule the ruined year; 
Nor chiU the wanderer's bosom bare. 
Nor freeze the wretch's falling tear : 
To ehuddeting Want's unmantled bed 
Thy horror-breathing agues cease to les^ 
And gently on the orphan head 
e descend. — 



But chiefly spare, ting of clouds ! 
The sailor on his airy shrnuda ; 
^Vhen wrecks and beacons strew the steep. 
And spectres walk along the deep. 
Milder yet thy snowy breezes 

Pour on yonder tented shores, 
Where the Rhine's broad billow iieeBea, 

Or the dark-brown Danube roars. 
Oh, winds of Winter ! list ye there 

To many a. deep and dying gtona 
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Or start, ye demons of the midnight air, 
At shiiclcs and thunders louder than your awn. 

Alas ! ev"!! your unhallowed breath 
May spare the victim &illea low ; 

But man will ask no truee to death. 
No bounds to tumiui wo.* 



1817. 

Bhitons i although our taalt is hut to show 
The scenes and passions of fictitious wo, 
Think not we come this night without a part 
In that deep sorrow of the public heart; 
Which like a shade hath darkened every place, 
And moistened with a tear the manliest face ! 
The bell is scarcely hashed in Windsor's piles. 
That tolled a requiem, from His solemn uslea. 
For her, the royal fiower, low laid in dust. 
That was yonr fairest hope, your fondest trust. 
Oneonscious of the doom, we dreamed, alas ! 
That ev'n these walls, ere many months should pass, 
■Which but return sad- accents for her now. 
Perhaps had nitjiessed her benignant brow, 
Cheered by the voice you would have raised on high, 
In bursts of British love and loyalty. 
But, Britain ! now thy chief, thy. people mourn, 
And Clttremont's home of lore is left forlorn ; — 
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There, where the happiest of the happy dwelt. 

The 'Boutcheon glooms, and royalty hath felt 

A wound that every bosom feels ita own, — 

The blessing of a father's heart o'erthrowii — 

The most beloved and most devoted bride 

Tom from an agonized husband's side, 

"Who, "long as Memory holds her seat," shall view 

That speechless, more than spoken, last adieu, 

Wheii the fined eye loi^ looked connubial faith. 

And beamed aifcction in the trance of death. 

Sad was the pomp that yesternight beheld. 

As with the moumer'a heart the anthem swelled ; 

While tmrch succeeding t«rch illumed each high 

And bannered arch of England's chivalry. 

The rich plumed canopy, the gorgeon.s pall. 

The sacred march, and sable-vested wall, — 

These were not rites of inexpressive show. 

But hallowed as the types at real wo ! 

Daughter of England ! for a nation's sighs, 

A nation's heart went with thine obsequies I 

And oft shall time revert a look of grief 

On thine existence, beautiful and brief. 

Fair spirit ! send thy blessing from above 

On realms where thou art canonized by love ! 

Give to a father's, husband's bleeding mind. 

The peace that angels lend to human-kind ; 

To us who in thy loved remembrance feel 

A sorrowing, but a soul-ennobling zeal — 

A loyalty that touches all the best 

And loftiest principles of England's breast! 

Still may thy name speak conord irom the tomb — 

Still in the Muse's breath thy memory bloom ! 

They shall describe thy life — thy form portray; 

But all the love that mourns thee swept away, 

'Tis not in language or KipresMve arts 

To paint — ye feel it, Britona, in yoni hearts 1 
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LINES ON THE GRAVE OP A SUICaDE. 

Br strangers left upon a lonely shore, 
Unknown, iin honored, was the friendless dead ; 

For child to weep, or mdow to deplore, 
There never came to his imburied head — 
AU from his dreary habitation fled. 

Nor will tlie lanterned fisherman at CTO 

Launch on that water by the witchea' tower, 

"Where hellebore and hemlock seem to weave 
Round its dark vaults a melancholy bower 
lor spirils o£ the dead at night^s enchanted hour. 

Thej dread to meet thee, poor 'unfortunate I 

"Whose crime it was, on Life's unfinished road. 
To feel the step-dame bufCetinga of fate. 

And render back thy being's heavy load. 

Ah ! once, perhaps, the social passions glowed 
In thy devoted bosom — and the hand 

That smote its kindred heart, might yet be prons 
To deeds of mercy. "Who may understand 

Thy many woes, poor suicide, unknown f — 
He who thy being gave shall judge of thee alone* 
16 
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EEULLTJKA.* 

Stah of the mom and eve, 

ReuEura ehone like theu, 
And ivgU for lee might Aodli griete, 

The dack-atfeed Culdee. 
Peace to their shades ! the pure Cvildtoi 

"Were Alhyn's earliest priests of God, 
Ere yet an island of her seas 

5y foot of Saxon monk was trod, 
liong ere her churchmen by bigotry 
Were barred from wedlock's holy tie. 
'TwBS Ihen that Aodh, famed afar, 

In lona preached the word with power. 
And Reullura, beauty's star, 

"Was the partner of his bower. 

But, Aodh, the roof lies low, 

And the thialle-down waves bleaching. 
And t^e bat flits to and iro 

"Where the Gael once heard thy preaching) 
And fallen is each columned aisle 

Where the chiefs and the people knelt. 
'Twas near that temple's goodly pile 

That honored of men they dwelt ; 
For Aodh was wise in the sacred law. 
And bright Rcullura's eyes oft saw 

The veil of fete uplifted. 
Alss, -nilh what visions of awe 

Her soul in that hour was gifted — 
When pale in the temple and faint, 

With Aodh she stood alone 
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By the elatue of an aged Saint t 

Fair sculptured •xaa the stone — 
It bore a cnieiSx ; 

Fame aaitl it once had graced 
A ■•Tiiistiaii temple, which the Piots 

In the Britons' land laid waste: 
The Picljsh men, by St. Columb l«ught, 
Had hither the holy relic brought, 
lleulhira ej-cd Hie slatue's face. 

And cried, "It is, he shall eomo, 
Even he, in this very place. 

To avenge my martyrdom. 

" For, wo \a the Gael people ! 

TJlvfagre is on the main, 
Aiid lona Bhsll look from tower and steeple 

Oil the coming ships of the Dane; 
And, domes and daughters, shall aU your looks 

With the spoiler's giasp entwine f 
No ! some shall have shelter in cavos and rocks, 

And the deep sea shall be mine. 
Baffled by me shall the Dane return. 
And here shall his torch in the temple bam, 
Until that holy man shall plough 

The waves from InnisfaiL 
His sail is on the deep e'en now. 

And swells to the aouthem gale." 

"Ah! knowesf fhou not, my bride," 

The holy Aodh said, 
"That the Saint whose form ire stand beside 

Iliis for ages slept with tlie deadf" 
"He liveth, he liveth," she said again, 

"For the span of Ma lite tenfold extends 
Beyond the wonted years of men. 

He sila by the graves nf wcll-lovcd friends 
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fhat dicl ere thj ^and ues granlsires birth; 

rhe oak li deeayeti mtli age on eatth 

Wl ose aeom seed hud been planted by hun ; 

4nl hif parents remember the daj of dread 
When the sun on the ccosa looked dim, 

And the ^raves ga\e up their deid 
Yet preiclim^ Irom chino lo dime 

He hath roame 1 the earth for ages 
And hither he shall come ui time 

"W hen the wrath ol the heathen nge% 
Ii time a romnant from the 6word — 

Ah ' but a remnant to dehrer 
\ et, bleat be the name oC the Lord ' 

His mtrtTcs hall go i jtq bli'a foe ever 
Lochlin * ai i aHed «hall pu uj her st«el. 
And thou sli lit emb irk on the b->un Img keel ; 
Safo shalt thou pats through bee hundred ships, 

'\\ith the Saint and a remnant of the Oiel, 
And the Lord will mstruet thy hps 

To preach in In u faiL t 

The sun now about to set 

Vi as bumi ig o er T ree 
\iid no fiathermg rj roae j et 

O er the islei of Albvn s sea, 
^\Tulat BenUura saw far rowere dip 

Iheir oars heneath the sun 
And the phintom of mnn'^ a Banish sbip 

Where sh p thi.ro j et as no { 
And the shield ot alarm nas dumb. 
Nor did tl eir wnmin^ till midnight CMne, 
Wl en wateh tirts b icst from across the nl»i> 

From Bona and TJist and bkye 
To tell that the ships of the Dane 

Vud the 'cd haircl sl-n rs leie mgh. 
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Our isle-men arose from slumborB. 

And buckled on thoir arms ; 
But few, alas ! were llieir numbers 

In Lochliii's mailed sivarma 
And the blade of the bloody Norse 

Has filled the shores of the GaCl 
With many a floating corse, 

And ivith many a woman's wail. 
They hare lighted the islands with ruin's torch, 
And the holy men of lona'a churoh 
In the tfimple of God lay slain ; 

AH but Aodh, the last Culdee, 
But bound with many an iion chain. 

Bound in that church was he. 
And where is Aodh's bride ? 

Rocks of the ocean flood ! 
Plunged she not from j'out heights in pride, 

And mocked the men of blood? 
Then Ulvfagre and his bands 

In the temple lighted their banquet up. 
And the print of their blood-rod hands 

"Was left on the altar cup. 
'Twna then that the Norseman ta Aodh said, 
"Tell where thy church's treasure's laid. 
Or Fll hew thee Kmb from limb." 

As he spoke the beU struck three. 
And every torch grew dim 

That lighted their revelry. 

But the torches again burnt bright. 

And brighter than before, 
When an aged man of majestic height 

Entered the temple door. 
Hushed was the revellers' sound. 

They were struck as mute as the dead. 
And their hearts were appalled by the very aound 

Of his footsteps' measured tread. 
1G» 
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Nor word was spoken by one beliolder, 

VfMie he flung his white robe batk o'er hb ahoulder. 

And stretching his arms — as each 

TJijiiyeted Aodh'a bands, 
As if the gyves had been a wreath 

Of MiEowe in his hands. 

All saw the stranger's similitude 

To the anricnt statue's form ; 
The Saint before his own image stood. 

And grasped Ulvfegre'a arm. 
It"!! uprose the Danes at iaat to delivei' 

Tbeic chief, and shouting with one accord. 
They drew the shaft from its rattling quiver. 

They lifted the spear and sword, 
And levelled their flpears in rows; 
But down went axes, and speara, and bows, — 
"When the Sunt with his crosier signed. 

The archer's hand on the string was stopped. 
And down, like reeds laid flat by the wind, 

Their lifted weapons dropped. 
The Saint then gave a signal mute. 

And though TJlvfagre willed it not. 
He came and stood at the statue's foot. 

Spell-riveted to tho spot, 
Till hands invisible shook the wall. 

And the tottering image was dashed 
Down from its lofty pedestal. 

On Ulvfagre's helm it crashed — 
Helmet, and skull, and Heah, and briun. 
It crushed as millstones crush the grain. 
Then spoke the Sunt, whilst all and eaeh 

Of tho Heathen trembled round, 
And the pauses amidst his speech 

Were as awful os thft sound : 
"Go back, yo wolves, to your dens," he cried, 

"And tell the nations abroad. 
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How ttc fiercest of your tcrd has died 

ITiat Blaughtereii the flock of God 
Gather him bono bv bone. 

And tike with you o cr the flood 
The fragments ol that avenging stone 

That drank his heathen blood 
These ace the spoila from I ina a Hack, 

The onb spoils ye "hall cirry hack , 
Foe the hand thit uplitteth spear or sword 

Shall be nitheftd hy palsj a shook. 
And 1 ome in the name of the Lord 

To deliver a remnint of his flock 

A remmnt was called together, 

A dDltful remnmt ot the da^l. 
And the Samt m the ship that had brooght him hither 

Took the mourners to Inniafail. 
Unscathed they left Zona's strand, 

■When the opal mom firat flushed the sky, 
Por Hie Norse dropped spear, and bow, and brand. 

And looked on them silently ; 
Safe from their hiding-places came 
Orphans and mothers, child and dame; 
But, alas ! when the search for Keullura spread 

No answering voice was given, 
For the sea had gone o'er her lovely bead, 

And her spirit was in Heaven, 



:>LnOOyk' 



THE TURKISH LADY. 

Twia the hour wien rites unholy- 
Called each Paynini voioo to prayer. 
And the star that faded slowly 

Left to dews the freshened air- 
Day her sultry firea had wastet!. 

Calm and sweet the moonlight rosej 
Ev'n a captive spirit tasted 
Half oblivion of hia woes. 



Came an Eaatcm ladj bright , 
She, in HpiCe ot tyrants jealnus, 
Saw and loved in English Itnight 

"TcU me, captiie, why in anguiRh 
Foes have dragged thee here to dwell. 

Where poor Chnstiins ■is thp\ languish 
Hear no sound of Sabbilh hell' — 

" "Twaa on Transilvania s Binnat, 
"When the Crescent shone alar, 

Like a pale disiitrouf planet 
O cr the purple hde of war — 

" In that day of desolation, 

Lfld-v , 1 was otptii e madt , 
Bleeding for my Christian nation 

B\ the ■nslU of high Belgrade 
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" Lady, no ! ^ the gift were eruol, 
Ransomed, yet if reft of thee. 

" Kay, fair princess ! would it grieve thee 
Christian climes should we heholdf" — 

" Nay, bold knight ! I would not leave the- 
Were thy ransom paid in goldJ " 

Now in Heaven's blue expansion 
Rose the midnight star to view. 

When ta quit her father's mansion 
Thrice she wept, and bade adieu ! 

"Fly we then, while none discover 1 
Tyrant barks, in vain ye ride ! " 

Soon at Rhodes the British lover 
Claaped his blooming Eastern bride. 



THE BBAVE EOLAND. 

The brave Roland ! — the brave Roland 1 — 
False tidings reached the Rhenish atiand. 

That he had fhllen in fight; 
And thy foithfol bosom swooned with pain, 
laveliest maiden of AHeraayne ! 

For the loss of thine own true knight. 

But why BO rash has she ta'en the veil. 
In yon Nonnenwerder'a cloisters pale ? 

For her vow had scarce been sworn. 
And the fatal mantle o'er her fiimg, 
^^^len the Drachenfela to a trumpet rung — 

'Tivas her own dear warrior's homi 
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Wol wol each ieart shall Uced — sliall break 1 
She ■«t>uld have hung upon Ms neck 

Had he come but yotor-eTen ; 
And he hod tlaspcd those peerless charms 
That shall never, never BU his amia. 

Or ip.eet him but in heaven. 

Yet Roland the brive —Roland the tiue — 
He could not bid that spot adieu ' 

It WIS dear still niidst hia woes 
Tor ho lo ed t > I re^the t! e neHjhhonng an 
And In thut Bhe blccl him m her j.rajer 

\Vhcu tho Halleluiah rose 

There i t one wmdo'n ot that pile 
Which he 1 uUt bove the >iun s grem isle 

Thenee sjl and olt looked ho 
(When the chant and orgin sounded slowl 
On the min'' nn ot his love bel )w 

1 or 1 ersclf he mi{,ht not see 

She died — he sought the battle plain 
Her 1 ni!-e failed his dymf, bram 

\V1 en 1 fell ind mahed to fail 
And her name naa m hia latest sigh, 
When Rolinl, tic flower of chivalry, 

E\i lied at Roncevall 
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THE SPECTRE BOAT. 



lilQBT rued false Ferdinand to leave a lOTely maid for- 

■Who brnbe her heart and died to hide hor blusliing 

cheek &om scorn. 
One nigM lie diGanied he woo'd her in their wonted 

bower of love, 
"Where the flowers sprang thick around them, and the 

hiids sang sweet above. 

But [he scene was ewiftly changed int^t b, chiuchyaid's 
dismal view. 

And her lips grew black beneath his kisa, from love's 
delicious hue. 

What more he dreamed, he told to none ; but shudder- 
ing, pale, and dumb, 

Looked out upon the waves, like one that knew his 

"Twaa now the dead watch of the night — the helm was 

lashed a-lee. 
And the ship rode where Mount JEtaa lights the deep 

When beneath its glare a boat came, rowed by a itu».an 

in her sliroud. 
Who, -with eyes that made onr blood run cold, stood up 

and spoke aloud; — 

" Come, Traitor, down, for whom my ghost still wandera 

unfbrgiven ! 
Come donn, false Perdinand, for whom T broke mj 

peace with heaven ! " 
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Jl wus rain to hold the victim, for he plunged to meet 

her coll, 
Like the iiird that shrielts and flutters in tlio gaaing 

serpent's thrall. 

You may guess the boldest mariner shrunk daunted 

from the sight, 
Pot the Spectre and her wijiding- sheet elione lilue with 

hideous light ; 
Like a fiery wheel the liont spun with the waving of 

her hniid, 
And round they went, and down tlicj- went, as the 

eoek crew from the land. 



SONG. 

Oh, how hard it is to find 

The one just suited te our mindl 

And if that one should be 
raise, Tuikind, or found too late. 
What can we do but eigh at fate, 

And sing Wo's me — Wo'a me! 

Love's a boundless burning waste, 
"Where Bliss's stream we seldom taste, 

And BtLl more seldom flee 
Suspcuse's thorns. Suspicion's stings ; 
Yet somehow Love a something brii.gs 

Thai's sweet — even when we sigh "Wo'a 
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THE LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS 



Ip any ■white-winged Power above 

My joya and griefs survey, 
The day wheii thou wert bom, my love — 

He surely blessed that day. 

I laughed (till taught by thee) when told 

Of Beauty's magic powers, 
That ripened life's dull ore to gold, 

And changed its weeds to flowers. 

My mind had lovely shapes portrayed; 

But thought I earth had one 
Could make even Fancy's visions fede 

like stars before the sun ! 

I gazed, and felt upon my lips 

The unfinished accents hang ; 
One moment's bliss, one burning kiss 

To rapture changed each pang. 

And though as swift i^ l^htning's flasb 

Those tranced momenta flew. 
Not all the waves of time shall wash 

Theii memory from my view. 

But duly shall my raptured song, 

And gladly shall my eyes 
StiU bless this day's return, as long 

As thou shalt see tt rise. 
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ADELQITIiA. 

T E I 1 f t,l tn 1 t ml 1 

Vi d I p-a A 

^Mi f ih all t h 1 b unded, 
A d 1 th land f li fara 

Sli w pt I li 1 f m 1 1 in 

Bth hkltt ImhRl — 

S k h d, h 11 t t i 

F h pi =a Vd 1 



Ti!i3 wai returns not back more fair 
Th' impression of the gift you send, 

Than stamped upon my thoughts I bear 
The image of your worth, my Mend 1 
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Wo ore not friends of yesterday ; 

But poets' fancies are a little 
Disposed to teat and cool, (they say,) — 

By turns impressible and bri':tLe. 

"Well ! should its &ailty e'er conilemn 
My heart to prize or please you less, 

Yaur type is still tho sealing gem, 
Artd jiiine the Avoxen brittlenesa. 

"What transcripts of my weal and wo 
This little signet yet may look, — 

"What utterances to iriend or fbe. 
In reason's ealm or passion's shock ! 

What scenes of life's yet curtained page 

May own its confidential die, 
Whose stamp awaits th' unwritten page. 

And feelings of futurity ! — 

Yet wheresoe'er my pen I lift 

To date the epistolary sheet, 
The blest occasion of the gift 

Shall make its recollection sweet ; 

Sent when the star that rules your fates 
Ilath reached its influence most benign — 

When every heart congratulates. 

And none more cordially than mine. 

So speed my aong'— marked with the crest 
That erst the advcnt'roua Norman wore, 

■Who won the Lady of the West^ 
The daughter of Maeaillan Mor. 

Crest of my sir 
With glory ii 
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Ne'ec may the acroil tliat bears it yield 
Degenerate thoughts or fiiitUeaa wirdi 1 

Yet little might I prize the stone, 

If it but typed the feudal tree 
From whence, a scattered leaf, I'm blown 

In Fortune's mutability. 

No ! — but it teUa me of a heart 
AlKed by friendship's living tie ; 

A prize beyond the herald's art — 
Our soul-sprung consanguinity i 

KiTu'mjJE ! to many an hour of mine 
Light wings and Eunshine you have lent; 

And so adieu, and still be thine 
The nU-ia-aU of life — Content ! 



THE DIRGE OF WALLACE. 

They lighted a taper at the deiid of night. 

And chanted their holiest hymn ; 
But her brow and her bosom wore damp ivitli affright — 

Her oj-e was all sleepless and dim ! 
And the lady of Elderslie wept for her lord, 

"When a death-watch beat in her lonely room, 
■When her curtain had shook of its own accord. 
And the raven had flapped at her w dow-board — 

To teU of her warr o a loom 

" Now, sing ye the cCoitl song d loudly pray 

For the soul of my knigJ t e le r 
And call me a widow this wretol ed day, 

Since the warning oJ God is here 
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For a niglitmare rides on my strangled sleop : — 
The lord of my bosom is doomed to die ; 

His valorous heart ttey hayo wounded deep ; 

And the blood-red tears bIibII tia eowitry weep 
roc "Wallace of EldersUe ! " 

Yet knew not Ms country that ominous hour, 

Ere the loud matin hcU was rung, 
That a trumpet of death on an English towei 

Had the dirge of her champion sung! 
When his dungeon light looked dim and red 

On the high-bom blood of a martjT slajn, 
No anthem was sung at his holy death-hcd ; 
No -weeping there was when hia bosom bled — 

And his heart was rent in twain 1 

Oh, it was not thus when hia oaken spear 

Was true to that knight forlorn. 
And hosts of a thousand were scattered, like deer 

At the blast of the hunter's hem; 
When he strode on the wreck of each well-fought fidd 

With the yellow-haired chiefs of his natiTe limd;. 
For his lance was not shivered on helmet or shield — 
And the sword that seemed fit for Archangel to wield 

Was light in Ms terrible hand! 

Yet bleeding and bound, though, the Wallace ivight 

For his long-loved country die, 
The bugle ne'er sung to a braver knight 

Than William of Eldorslie ! 
But the day of his glory shall never depart; 

Ilis head uncntorabed shall with glory be palmed: 
From its blood slreaming altar his spirit shall start; 
Tliough the raven has fed on his mouldering heart, 

A nobler was never embalmed ! 
17' 
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CHAUCER AND ^VISDSOIL 

LoHH shall thou Eoiirish, Windsor ! bodying forth 

CMvBlric times, and long shall live around 

Thy CasUe — thR old oaks of British birth. 

Whose knailed roots, tenacious and profound, 

As with a hon's talons grasp the ground. 

But should thy toivera in ivied ruin rot. 

There's one, thino inmate onee, whose strain renowned 

Would interdict thy name to be foi^ot; 

Tor Chaucer loved thy bowers and trode this very spot. 

Chaucer ! our Helicon's first fountain-stream, 

Otir morning star of song — that led the way 

To welcome the long-after coming beam 

0£ Spenser's light and Shakspeare's perfect day. 

Old England's fathers live in Chaucer's lay, 

Ap if they ne'er had died. He grouped and drew 

Their likeness «ith a spirit of life so gay. 

That Btm they live and breathe in Fancy's view, 

Jrosh beings &aught with truth's imperishable hue. 



GILDEROY. 

The last, the feital hour is come. 
That bears my love from me : 

I heai the dead note of the drum, 
I mark the gallows' tree ! 

The bell has toU'd ; it shakes my heart; 
The trumpet speaks thy name ; 
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No bosom trembles for thy doom; 

No moutner M-ipea a tear; 
The gallows' foot is all thy tomb, 

Tlie sledge is all thy biec. 

Oh, GUderoy ! bethought we then 

So soon, so aad to part, 
■When first in Rosliii's lovely glen 

You triumph'd o'er my heart! 

Your looks they gUtter'd to the sheen, 
Your hunter garb was trim ; 

And graceful was the riband green 
That bound your manly limb ! 

Ah ! little thought I to deplore 
Those limbs in fetters bound; 

Or hear upon the seaiFold ftoor, 
The midnight hammer sound. 

Ye cruel, cruel, that combined 

The guiltless to pursue ; 
My Gildecoy was ever kind. 

He could not injure you. 

A long adieu ! but where shall fly 

Thy widow all forlorn, 
When every mean and cruel eye 

Eegards my woe with scorn? 

Yes they will raocit thy widow's tears. 

And hate thy orphan boy ; 
Alas ! his infant beauty wears 

The form of Gilderoy. 
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Tlien "ill I L k the dreaij mouiil 
rhat wraps thy mouldcrmg clay, 

And weep and lmf,er on the ground, 
And sigh my heart awaj 



iviSioN, 1803. 

Oua bosoms we'll bare for the glorious strife. 

And our oath is recorded on high, 
To prevail in the cause that ia dearer than life, 

Or crushed in its ruins to die '. 
Then rise, follow freemen, and stretch the right haad. 
And Bwear to prevail in j'our dear native land ! 

"Tis the home we hold sacred is laii to our trust — 
God bless the green Isle of the brave ! 

Should a conqueror tread on our forefathers' dust. 
It would rouse the old dead from their grave 1 

Then rise, fellow freemen, and stretch fJie right hand, 

And swear to prevail in your dear native land ! 

In a Briton's sweet horae shall a spoiler abide. 

Profaning its loves and its charms ! 
Shall a rrenchman insult the loved fair at our side? 

To arms ! oh, my Country, to arms ! 
Then rise, fellow freemen, and stretch the right hatid, 
And swear to prevail in your dear native land ! 

Shall a tyrant enslave us, my countrymen ! — No ! 
His head to the Bword shall be given — 
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M B P SOI 

A death-bed p ta be t ght th proud foe, 

And his bl 1 b an ff ring H n ! 
Then rise, fell w &e m n, and tc li he right hand. 
And flwenr to p ail m y ur dear n t e lajid I 



TEE RTTTER BANN. 

The Ritter Baim from Hungary 
Came back, renowned in arms. 

But scorning jousts of chivalry. 
Anil love and ladies' charms. 

Wliile other knights held revels, he 
Was wrapped in thoughta of gloom, 

And in Vienna's bostelrie 
Slow paced his lonely room. 

There entered one whose face he knew,— 

"Wliose voice, he was aware, 
He ofc at maM had listened to. 

In the holy honae of prayer. 



The gloomy Hitter Bann. 

But Boeing with him ari ancient dame 
Come clad in Scotch attire. 

The Hitter's color \s'ent and came. 
And loud he spoke in ire. 
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"Ell! nurse of her that wns my buie. 

Name not her name to me ; 
I wish it blotted from my brain : " 

irt poorf — take alms, and flee." 

"Sir Knight," the Abbot interposed, 
" This case your ear demands ; " 

And the crone cried, ■with a cross enclosed 
In bott her trembling hands: — 

" Remember, each his sentence waits ; 

And he that shall rebut 
Sweet Mercy's suit, on him the gates 

Of Mercy shall be shut. 

" You wedded, undispensed by Church, 

Tour cousin Jane in Spring ; — 
In Autmnn, when you went to search 

For Churchmen's pardoning, 

"Her house denounced your marriage-band, 

Betiolhed her to De Grey, 
And tho ring you put upon her hand 

Was wrenched by force away. 

"ITien wept your Jane upon my neck. 

Crying, 'Help me, nurae, to flee 
To my Howel Bann's Glaraoi^an hills;' 

But word arrived — ah me ! — 

"You were not there; and 'twas their threap 

By foTil means or by fair, 
To-morrow momiiig was to Bet 

The seal on her despair. 

" I had a son, a eca-hoy, in 
A ship at HnrOand Bay i 
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Bjr \a3 aid from her cniel kin 
I bore my bird sway. 

"To Scotland from the Devon's 

Green myrtle shoreB we Bed ; 
And the Hmid that sent the lavemi 

To Elijah, gave l;3 bread. 

" She ■wrote you by my son, but he 

From England Bent ixa word 
You bad gone into some far countrio, 

In. grief and gloom he heard. 

" For they that wronged you, to elude 
Youi wrath, defamed my child ; 

And yon — ay, blush. Sir, as you should — 
Believed, and were hegTiiled. 

"To die but at your feet, she vowed 

To roam the world ; and we 
Would botli have sped and begged our bread. 

But so it might not be: 

" For when the snow-etorm beat our roo^ 

She bore a boy, Sir Baim, 
Who grew aa fail yonr likeness proof 

As child e'er grew like man. 

" 'Twos smiling on thut babe one mom. 
While health bloomed on the moor, 

Her beauty Btruck young Lord Kiiighom 
As he hunted past our door. 

" She shunned him, but he caved of Jane, 

And roused his mother's pride ; 
Who came to us in high disdain, — 

*And Where's the face,' she cried. 
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" ' Has witthcd my boy to wiah fo: one 

So nTetehed for his wife ? — 
DoBt lovs thj hiUsband ? Know, my son 

Has sworn to seek his life.' 

"Her anger Bore dismayed us, 
For our mite was wearing scant. 

And, luJess that dame woald eUA us, 
There was none to aid our want. 

" So I told her, weeping bitterly, 

What all our woes had been; 
And, though she was a stem ladie, 

The tears stood in her een. 

"And she housed us Loth, when, cheerftilly 

My child to her had sworn, 
That even if made a widow, she 

Would never wed Kinghom." 

Here paused the nurse, and then began 

The Abbot, standing by : — 
" TTiree months ago a wounded man 

To our abbey came to die. 

"He heard me long, with ghastly eyes 

And hand obdurate clenched, 
Speak of the worm that never dies. 

And the fire that is not quenched. 

" At last by what this scroll attests 

He left atonement hrief. 
For years of anguish to the breasts 

Hia guilt had wrung with griet 
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I loved her, hat againat my flame 
Her purity was proot 

"'I feigned repentance, friendship pure; 

That mood she did not check, 
But let her husband's niimature 

Be copied from her neck, 

" • As mcnna to search him ; my deceit 

Took care to him was borne 
Nought but his pictore'H counterfeit. 

And Jane's reported ecom. 

*' ' The treachery took : she waited wild ; 

My slave came back and lied 
"Whate'er I wished ; she clasped her child. 

And swooned, and all but died. 

" ' I felt her tears, for years and years. 

Quench not my flame, but stLr [ 
The very hate I bore her mate 

Licreased my love for her. 

" ' Fame told us ot his glory, while 

Joy flushed the face of Jane ; 
And while she blessed his name, hei nnile 

Struck fire into my brain. 

'•■No fears could damp; I reached the camp. 

Sought out its champion ; 
And if my broad'Sword failed at last, 

'TwB3 long and well laid on. 

" ' This wound's my meed, my name's Kinghom, 

My foe's the Eitter Bami.' — 
The wafer to his lips was borne, 

And we shrived the dying man. 
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" He (lied not till you wont to fight 

Tho Turks at Warradein; 
But I see my tale has changed you pale." — 

The Abbot went for wiJie ; 

And brought a little page who poured 

It out, and knelt and Bmiled j — 
The Btunned knight saw himself restored 

To childhood in his child ; 

And stooped and eaught him to his breast, 

Laughed loud and wept anon. 
And with, a shower of kissea pressed 

The darling little one. 

"And where went Jane f" — " Xo a nunnery, Sir- 
Look not again ao palo — 

Kinghom's old dame grew harsh to her." — 
" And she has ta'en the veil ! " — 

" Sit down, Sir," said the priest, " I bar 

Rash words." — They sat all three, 
And the boy played with the knight's broad star. 

As he kept him on Ma knee. 

"Think ere you ask her dwelling-place," 

The Abbot futtlier said ; 
"Time draws a veil o'er beauty's face 

More deep than cloister's shade. 

" Grief may havo made her what you can 

Scarce love perhaps for life." 
"Hush, Abbot," cried the Hitter Bann, 

" Or tell me Where's my wife." 

The priest undid two doors that hid 
The inn's adjaeent room, 
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One moment maj with bliss repay 
tTimumbeted hours of pain ; 

Such waa Hie throb and mutual sob 
Of the KiiighC embracing Jane. 



Mkit of England 1 who inherit 

Eights that cost your aires their blood! 
Men whose imdegenerate spirit 

Has been proved on field and flood r — 

By the foes you've fought uncounted, 
By the glorious deeds you've done. 

Trophies captured — breaches mounted. 
Navies oon([uered — kingdoms won ! 

Yet, remember, England gathers 
Hence but fruitless wreaths of fame, 

If the fteedom of your fathers 
Glow not in your hoaria the same. 



What are monuments of bravery, 
"Where no public virtues bloom f 

NVhat avail in lands of slavery, 
Trophied temples, arch, and tomb ? 
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Pageants ! — Let the world revere mi 
For our people's rights and laws, 

And the breasts of civic heroes 
Bared in Fceedom'fl holy cause. 

Youra are Hampden's, Russell's glory, 
Sidney's matchless shade is yours,— 

Martyrs in heroic stjiry, 
Worth a hundred A^oourts ! 

We're the sons of sires that baffled 
Crowned anil mitred tsTanny ; — 

They deSed the field and scaffold 
Tot their birthrights — so will we 1 



DnnrK ye to her that each loves best, 

And if you nurse a flame 
That's told but to her mntual breast, 

We will not ask her name. 

Enough, while memory tranced and glad 

Paints silently the fair. 
That each should dream of joys he's had. 

Or yet may hope to share. 

Yet far, far hence be jest or boast 
From hallowed thoughts so dear; 
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THE HARPEB. 

On the green banks of Shannon, -when SheelaK was nigh. 

No blithe Irish lad was so happy as I ; 

No harp like my own could so cheerily play. 

And wherever I went waa my poor ilog Tray. 

"When at last I was forced from my Sheelah to part. 
She said, (while the sorrow was big at her heart,) 
Oh! remember your Sheelah when far, far away; 
And be kind, my dear Pat, to our pooi dog Trfty. 

Poor dog ! he was Mthful and kind, to be sur^ 
And he constantly loved me, although I was, poor ; 
When the sonr-looldiig folks sent me heartless away, 
I had always a Mend in my poor dog Tray, 

When the road was so dark, and the night waa so cold 
And Pat and hii dog were grown weary and old, 
How snugly we slept in my old coat of gray. 
And he licked me for kindness — my poor dog Tray. 

Thongh my wallet was scant, I remembered his case, 
Nor refused roy last crust to his pitiful face ; 
But he died at my feet on s cold winter day, 
And I played t. sad lament for roy poor dog Tray, 

Where now ahall I go, poor, forsaken, and blind r 
Can I find one to guide me, so feithful and kind? 
To my sweet native village, so far, far away, 
I can never more return with my poor dog Tray, 
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THE WOUNDED HUSS.UI. 

Alose, to the biuika of the datk-rolling Danube, 
Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was o'er ; 

" Oh whither," ahe cried, " hast thou wandered, my lover, 
Or here dost thou welter and bleed on the shore? 

" Wliat voice did I hear r —'twas my Henry that sighed I " 
Ail mournful she hastened, nor wandered she far, 

■When, bleeding and low, on the heath she descried. 
By the light bt the moon, her poor wounded Hussar ! 

From iKis bosom that heaved, the last torrent was stream- 

And pale was his visage, deep marked with a scar ! 
And dim was that eye, once esprcssively beaming, 
That melted in love, and that kindled in war ! 

How sinit was poor Adelaide's heart at the Mght I 

How bitter she wept o'er the victim of war ! 
"Hast thou come, my fond Love, this last sorrowful 

To cheer the bno heart of your wounded Hussar ? " 

"Thou shalt live," she replied, "Heaven's mercy re- 
lieving 

Each anguishing wound, shaltforbid me to mourn!" 
"Ah, no I the last pang of my bosom is heaving I 

No I^ht of the mom shall to Henry return [ 

"Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true! 

Ye babes of my love, that await mc afar ! " — 
His fiiltering tongue scarce could murmur adieu. 

When he sunk in her arms — the poor wounded Hussar ! 
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LOVE AND &L\DNESS. 

AN ELEGY. — WBTTTES IN 1796. 

Hark i from the battlements of jonder tower • 
The solemn bell has tolled the midnight hourl 
Roused, from drear visions of distempered sleep, 
Poor B k wakes — m sohtude to weep' 

"Cease Mora-irv, cei^e (the fnen.Uct? moumtr cried) 
To prohe the bosom too ?ei erelj tried I 
Oh ' ever cease, my pensive thoughts to stmv 
Through the bright Selda of Fortune s better day. 
When youthful Hope, the mu=ic of the mmd. 
Tuned all its chirma, and E n wis kind ' 

"Yet, can I cease, while glows this trembling frame, 

In Highs to apeak thy melancholy name ' 

I he ir thy spint w ai! in every atorm ' 

In midnight shades I view thj p is'imK form ' 

Pale as in ^at aad hour when doomed to fbel. 

Deep m thy periured heirt, the bloods Bleel I 

" Demons of Vengeance ! ye at whose command 
I grasped the sword with more than woman's band. 
Say ye, did Pity's trembling voice control, 
Or horror damp the purpose of my soul i 
No ! my wild heart aat amiling o'er the plan, 
Tin Hate fuiailed what baffled Love began ! 
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1 lore fiirlom ! 

" And yc, proud fair, whose soul no glodnsss waimM, 
SaTe Hapture's homage to yonr coiiseioufl elianns 1 
Delightcil idola of a gaudy tisia, 
111 can your blunter feelings guess the pain, 
"When, the fbnd feithful hpart, inspired to prove 
rriendship refined, Qie calm deliglit of Lore, 
Feels all its tender atringa with anguish torn. 
And bleeds at peijuied Pride's inhuman seom ! 

•' Say, then, did pitying Heaven condemn the deed, 
"When Vengeance bade thoe, faithless lover 1 bleed ( 
Long had I watched thy dark foreboding brow, 
"What time thy bosom scorned its dearest vow I 
Sod, though I wept the Mend, the lover changed. 
Still thy cold look was acomful and estranged, 
Till from thy pity, love, and shelter thrown, 
I wandered hopeless, friendless, and alone ! 

" Oh i righteous Heaven ! 'twas then my tortmed son] 

Tirst gave to wrath unlimited control ! 

Adieu the silent look ! the streaming eye ! 

The murmured pldnt I the deep heart^heaving sigh ! 

Long-slumbering Vengeance wakes to better deeds; 

He shrieks, he falls, the perjured lover bleeds ! 

Now the last laugh of agony is o'er. 

And pale in blood he sleeps, to wake no more ! 

" 'Tis done I the flame of hate no longer bums : 
Nature relents, but, ah ! too late returns 1 
■\Vhy does my soul this gush of fondness fcelf 
Trembling and fiunt, I drop the guilty steel I 
Cold on my heart the hand of terror lies, 
And shadtB of horror close my languid eyes I 
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« Oh. ! 't«-a3 a deed o£ Murder's deepest grain ! 

Could B It's soul BO true to wrath remain I 

A friend long true, a once fond lover fell ! — 
Where Love ivas fostered eould not Pity dwell f 

" Unhappy youth I while yon pale crescent glows 
To watch on silent Nature's deep repose, 
Thy slecplesg spirit, breathing from the tomb. 
Foretells my fate, and summons me to oome ! 
Once more I see thy sheeted spectre stand. 
Roll the dim eye, and wave the paly hand 1 

" Soon may this fluttering aparlt of vital flame 
Forsake it9 languid melancholy &ame! 
Soon may these eyes their Ij^mbUng lustre close. 
Welcome the dreamless night of long repose ! 
Soon may this wo-wom spirit seek the boun e 
Where, lulled to slumber, Grief forgets to n mm I " 



HALLOWED GROUND. 
What's hallowed ground ? Has earth a clod 
Its Maker meant not should be trod 
By man, the image of his God, 

Erect and free, 
Unaeoui^ed by Superstition's rod, 

To bow the knee ! 

Tlurfs hallowed ground — where, mourned, and missed. 
The lips repose our love has kissed ; — 
But where's their memory's mansion? la't 

Yon churchyard's bowers ! 
No ! in ourselTES their souls eziat, 

A part of ours. 
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A Idss can. consecrate tlie ground 
Where mated hearts are mutual boimd: 
The spot where loye'a first links were woum 

That ne'er are riven, 
Ifl hallowed down to earth's profound. 

And up to Heaven 1 

Por time makes all bat true love old ; 
The burning thoughts that then were told 
Run molten still in memory's mould ; 

And ivill not cool, 
tintil tlie heart itself be cold 

In Lethe's pool. 

What hallows ground where heroes sleep! 
'Tis not the sculptured piles you heap ! 



a that heavens far distant 
Hieir turf may bloom j 

e beneath the deep 






But strew Ms ashes to the wind 

Whose sword or voice has served manland - 

And is he dead, whose glorious mind 

lifts thine on high i — 
To Kve in hearts we leave behind, 

Is not to die. 

lat death to fall for Freedom's right! 
He's dead alone that lacks her light ! 
And murder sullies in Heaven's sight 

The sword he draws : — 
What can alone ennoble fight ! — 

A noble cause 1 

Give that? and wdoome War to brace 

Ucr drums ! and rend Heaven's reeking spaea 
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The colors planted face to face, 

'"Tbe charging cheer. 
Though Death's pale horse lead on the chase. 
Shall 9tm be dear. 

And place oui trophies where men kneel 
To Heaven ! — but HeBTCn rebukes my zeal ! 
The cause of Truth and human weal, 

O God above ! 
Trflnsfer it fconi the sword's appeal 

To Peace and Love. 

Peace [ Love ! the cherubim, that join 
Their spread winga o'er Devotion's shrine. 
Prayers sound iu yam, and temples shine, 

Where they nto not — 
The heaxt alone can make divine 

Bel^on's spot. 

To incantations dost thou trust, 
And pompous rites in domes au^oat i 
See mouldering stones and metal's rust 



The ticking wood- worm mocks thee, man ! 
The temples — creeds themselves, grow wan I 
But there's a dome of nobler span, 

A temple given 
Thy faith, that bigots dare not ban — 

Its space is Heaven ! 

Its roof star-pictured Nature's ceiling, 
Where trancing the rapt spirit's feeling. 
And God himself to man revealing. 
The harmonious spheres 
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Hake music, though unheard their pealing 
By mortal ears. 

Fair stars ! are not your beings pme f 
Can sin, can death your worlds obscure J 
Else why so swell the thoughts at your 

Aspect above! 
Ye must be Heavens that make ua sure 

Of heavenly love ! 

And in your haiTnony sublime 
I read the doom of distant time ; 
That man's regenerate soul Irom crime 

Shall yet be drawn. 
And reason on his mortal clime 

Immortal dawn- 

■What's hallowed ground? Tia what gives btith 
To sacred thoughts in souls of -worth ! — 
Peace ! Independence 1 Truth ! go forth 

Euth's compuES round ; 
And your high priesthood shall m^e earth 

Alt hall<twed ffround. 



SONG. 



WlTFDiuiw not yet those lips and fingers 
"Whose touch to mine ia rapture's spell ; 

Life's joy for ua a moment lingers, 
And death seema in the word — FatewelL 

The hour that bids us part and go. 

It sounds not yet, — oh I no, no, no 1 
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Time, whilst I gaze upon thy sweetness. 
Flics like a courser nigh the goal ; 

To-morrow where Bhall be his tteetnesa. 
When thou art parted from my Boul! 

Our hearts shall beat, our tears shall flowi 

But not together, — no, no, no 1 



CAEOLnfE. 



Tll bid the hyacinth to Wow, 
m teach my grotto green to be; 

And ung my true lave, all below 
The holly bower and myrtle tree. 

There all bis wild-wood sweets to bring. 
The sweet south wind shall wander by, 

And with the music of his wing 
Delight my rosUing canopy. 

Come to my close and clustering bower, 

Thou spirit of a milder clime, 
Fresh with the dews of fruit and flower, 
1 heath, and moory thyme. 



With all thy rural echoes come, 
Sweet comrade of the rosy day, 

Wafljng the wild bee's gentle hum. 
Or cuckoo's plaintiTe roundelay. 
19 
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■Where'er thy morning breath has played, 

"VVliatcver isles of ocean fanned. 
Come to my blossom- woven shade. 

Thou wanderu^ wind of fairy-land. 

For sTite, from some enchanted isle. 

Where Heaven and Love their sabbath hold, 

"Where pure and happy spirits Emilc, 
Of beauty's £^est, brightest mould: 

From some green Eden of the deep, 
Where Pleasure's sigh alone is heaved. 

Where tears of rapture Invere weep. 
Endeared, undoubting, undeceived ; 

From eomo sweet paradise afar, 

Thy music wanders, distant, lost — 

Where Nature lights her leading star. 
And love is never, never crossed. 

Oh, gentle gale of Eden howers. 
If back thy rosy feet should roam. 

To revel with the eloudlcss Hours 
In Nature's more propitious home. 

Name to thy loved Elysian groves. 
That o'er enchanted spirits twint^ 

A fairer form than cherub loves. 
And let the name be C*£OLim> 
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Oeji of the crimson -colored Even, 

Companion of retiring day, 
Why at the closing gstea of Heaven, 

Beloved star, doHt thou delay? 

So fair thy pensile beanty hums, 
When Boit the tear of twilight flows; 

So due thy plighted love returns. 
To chambera brighter than the rose : 

To Feftce, to Pleasure, and to Love, 
So kind a star thou seem'st to be. 

Sure, some enamored orb above 
Descends and bums to meet with thee. 

Thine is the breathing, blushing hour, 
When ail unheavenly passions fly. 

Chased by the sovd-subduing jiower 
Of Love's delicious ivitohery, 

O ! sacred to the fall of , day. 
Queen of propitious stars, appear. 

And early rise, and long delay, 
"When Caroline herself is here 1 

Shine on her chosen green resort. 

Whose trees the sunward summit crown. 

And wanton flowers, that well may court 
An angel's feot to tread them down. 
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Shine on her aweetly-scented rontl. 
Thou star of evening's purple dorae. 

That lead'at the nightingale abroad. 
And guid'Bt the pUgrim to hie home. 

Shine, where my chanaer's sweeter lerealk 
Embalms Ihe aoft exhaling dew, 

Where dying ivinda a, sigh beqiieatli 
To kis3 the cheek of rosy hoe. 

Where, winnowed by the gentle ax. 
Her silken tresses darkly flow. 

And fan upon hec brow so fair, 
Like shadows on 



Thns, ever thus, at day's decline, 
In converse sweet, to wander far, 

O bring with thee my Caroline, 
And thou alialt be my Ruling Stat I 



THE BEECH TREE'S PETITION. 

L^AVB this barren spot to me ! 
Spate, woodman, space the beechen tree! 
Though bash or Bow'ret never grow 
Jly dark unwarming shade below; 
Nor summer bud perfume the dew 
Of rosy blush, or yellow hue ! 
Nor fruits of autumn, blossom-bora. 
My green and glossy leaves adorn ; 
Nor murmuring tribes from me derive 
Til' ambrosial amber of the hive ■ 
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Yet leave tliia barren spot to rae ; 
Spare, woodmiui, spare the beeohen tree ! 

Thrice twentj- Bummers I iave seen 
The eky grow bright, the forest green i 
And many a wintry wind haye stood 
In bloomless, fruitless solitude. 
Since childhood in my pleasant bower 
First spent its sweet and sportive hour. 
Since youthful lovers in my shade 
Their vows of truth and rapture made; 
And on my tnmk's surviving frame 
Carved many a long- forgotten name. 
Oh 1 by the sigha of gentle sound, 
Krst breathed upon this sacred ground l 
By all that Love has whispered here. 
Or Beauty heard with ra>-ished ear; 
As Love's own altar honor me : 
Spare, woodman, spare the beechen tiee 1 



FIELD FLO'^'ERS. 

Ye field flowers ! the gardens eclipse you, 'tis true. 
Yet, wildings of Nature, I dote upon you, 

Foe ye waft me to Eumniers of old, 
■When the earth teemed around me with fairy delight 
And when daisies and buttercups gladdened my aight. 

Like treasures of silver and gold. 

I love you for Inlling me back into dreams 

Of the blue Highland mountcdns and echoing streams. 
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And of birchen glades breatMng their balm, 
WTiile the deer was seen glancing in sunahiiiB remote. 
And the deep mellow crush of the wood -pigeon's note 

Made music that sweetened the calm. 

Not a, pastoral snng has a pleasanter tune 

Than ye speak to my heart, little wildings of June! 

Of old ruinous castles ye tell, 
"Where I thought it delightful your heautiea to find, 
"When the magic of Nature first hrealhed on my a'ld. 

And your blossoms were part of her spell. 

Etoii now what affections the riolet awakes ; 
"What loved little islands, twice Been in their lakes. 

Can the wild water-lily restore; 
"What landscapes I read in the primrose's looks. 
And what pictures of pebbled and miimowy bro(A* 

In the vetches that tangled thrir shore. 

Earth's cultureless buds, to my heart ye were dear. 
Ere the fever of passion, or ague of fear 

Had scathed my existence's bloom ; 
Once I welcome yon more, in life's passionless stage, 
With the visions of youth to revisit my age, 

And I wish you to grow on my tomb. 



STANZAS TO PAINTma. 

O THOU by whose expressive art 
Her perfect image Nature sees 

In imion with the Graces start, 
And sweeter by reflection please ! 
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In whose orpative hand the hues 
Freah from yon orient laiahow sliine ; 

I bless thee, Prompthean Muae ! 
AnJ call thee hrightest of the Nina 1 

yosaessing more flian Tocal power, 
Persuasive more than poeffl tongue; 

Whose lineage, in a raptured hour. 
From Lore, the Sire of Nature, sprung; 

Does Hope her high possession meet i 
Is joy triumphant, sorrow flown ? 

Sweet is the trance, the tremor sweet. 
When all we love is all our own. 

But oh 1 thou pulse of pleasure dear, 
Slow throbhing, cold, 1 feel thee part ; 

Iione absence plants a pang aevere. 
Or death inflicts a keener dart. 

Then ibr a beam of joy to light 
In memory's sad and wakeful eyel 

Or banish from the noon of night 
Her dreams of deeper agony. 

Shall Song its witching cadence roll i 
Yea, even the tendereat air repeat. 

That breathed when soul was knit to soul, 
And heart to heart responsive beat f 

What visions rise ! to charm, to melt 1 

The lost, the loved, the dead are near I 
Sh, hush that striun too deeply felt ! 
And cease that solace too severe ) 
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But thou, serenely silent art ! 

By teaven and love wost taught U 
A milder boIhcg to the lieart, 

The sacred image of a Mend. 



All U not lost 1 if, yet poBsessed, 
To me that svceet memorial shine : 

If close and closer to my breaat 
I hold that idol all divine. 



Or, gazing through luxurious tears. 
Melt o'er the loved departed form, 

TiU death's cold bosom half appears 
"With liie, and speech, and spirit warm. 

She looks I she lives ! thu tranced hour, 
Hec bright eye seems a purer gem 

Than sparkles on the throne of power. 
Or glory's wealthy diadem. 

Yes, Genius, yes ! thy mimic aid 
A treasure lo my eoul has given, 

Where beauty's canonized shade 

Smiles in the sainted hues of heaven. 

No spectre forms of pleasm* fled. 

Thy softening, Hweet<?ning tints restore ; 

For thou canst pve us back the dead. 
E'en in the loveliest looks they wore. 

Then blest be Nature's guardian JTase, 

Whose hand her perished grace redeems 1 
■Whose tablet of a th.-^usand hues 
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From. Love began thy high descent ; 

And lovers, charmed by gifts of thine. 
Shall bless thee mutely eloquent; 

And cslt thee brightest of the Nine ! 



To him, wlioae loyal, brave, and gentle heart, 
Folfilled the hero's and the patriot's part, — 
Whose charity, like that which Paul enjoined, 
Was ■warm, beneficent, and unconfined, — 
This stone is reared : to pubKo duty true. 
The seaman's friend, the father of Ms crew ; 
Mild in reproof, sagacious in command. 
He spread fraternal zeal throughout Ms band, 
And led each arm to act, each heart ta feel, 
What British valor owes to Britain's weal. 
These were his public virtues ; — but to trace 
His private life's lair purity and grace. 
To paint the traits that drew affection sliong 
From friends, an ample and an ardent throng, 
And, more, to speak his memory's grateful claim 
On her who mouma him most, and bears hia name 
O'ercomea the trembling hand of widowed grie^ 
O'ercomes the hearl; moonscious of relief. 
Save in rel^on's hV i and holy trust, 
Whilst placing theii mep"nrial o'er his dust. 
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St&b fliat bringest home the bee. 
And Betf Bt the weary laborer &ee ! 
If any star shed peace, 'tis thou, 

That aend'st it from aboTfi, 
Appearing when Heayen's breath aiid brow 

Are sweet as hei8 we lore. 

Come to the luxuriant Hides, 
Whilst the landscape's odors rise, 
■Whilst far-off lowing herds are heard, 

And songs, when toil is done, 
Trom cottages whose smoke unatirrod 

Curls yellow in the aun. 

Star of lore's soft interviews, 
Partt-d lovers on then muse ; 
Their remembrHncer in Heaven 

Of thrilhng vows thou art, 
Too delicious to be riven 

By absence &om the heart. 
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HBiBTS of oak that have bravely delivered the brave, 
And uplifted old Greece &om the brink of the grave, 
'TwKB the helpless to help, and the hopeless to save. 

That your thimderbolts swept o'er the brine ; 
And as long as yon sun shall look down on the wave 

The light of your glory shall shine. 



For the guerdon ye sought with, yotir blix>dshed and toil, 
Was it slaves, or doniinion, or rapine, or spoil ? 
No ! your lofty emprise was to fetter and foil 

The uprooter of Greece's domajn [ 
"When he tore the last tenmant of fbod from her mil. 

Till her tiimlshed sank pale as the slidn ! 



Yet, Navarino'e heroes I does Cristendom breed 

The base hearts that will question the fame of yojjr deed i 

Are they men ? — let ineffable scorn be t) air meed, 

And oblivion shallow their graves ! — 
Are they women r — to Turkish seraila let them speed { 

And be mothecfl of Mussukoan slaves. 



Abettors of massacre 1 dare ye deplore 

That the death-shriek is ailenced on HeUaa's shore? 

That the mother aghast sees her offspring no more 

Ly the hand of Infanticide grasped } 
And that stretched on your billows dtatained by their gt 

MisEolonghi's assassins have gasped? 
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Prouder scene never hallowed war's pomp to tlie mind. 
Than when Christendom's permoiia woo'd social the wind. 
And the flower of her brave for the combat combined. 

Their watchword, hiunamty's vow ; 
Not a sea-boy that fought in that cause, but mankind 

Ones a garland to honor his brow I 

Nor giudge, by our Bide, that to conquer or fell, 
Came the haidy rude Rusa, and the high-mettled Qauli 
For whose was the genius, that planned at its call, 

Where the -whirlwind of battle should roll f 
All were brave ! but the star of success over all 

Was the light of our Codrington's soul. 

That star of thy day-spring, regenerate Greek ! 
Dimmed the Saracen's moon, and struck pallid his cheek I 
In its ^t-fluishing mm- niiig thy Muses shall speak 

When their lore and their lutes they reclaim : 
And the first of their songs £rom Famassus's peak 

Shall be " Glory (o Cotk'mglon't name." 



THE MAID-S EEMONSTRANCE. 

Never wedding, ever wooing. 
Still a love-lorn heart pursuing. 
Read you not the wrong you're doing 

In my cheek's pale hjie \ 
All my life with sorrow strewing j 

"Wed, or cease to woo. 



fk^-_.dL,L.ooylc 



Kivals banished, boaoma plighted. 
Still our dnys are disunited ; 
Now the iojnp of hope is lighted. 

Now half quenched appears, 
Damped, and wavering, and benighted, 

Midst my sighs and tears. 

Charnia you call your dearest blessing, 
Lips tiiat thrill at your caressing. 
Dyes a mutual soul confessing. 

Soon yoo'U make them grow 
Dim, and worthlesa your posaesaing. 

Not with age, but wo 1 



ABSENCE. 



Tis not the loss of lore's oi 
It is not doubting what thou art, 

Bnt 'tis the loo, too long endurance 
Of absence, that afflicts my heart. 

The fondest thoughts two hearts can cherish, 
"When each is lonely doomed to weep. 

Are fruits on desert isles that perish, 
Or riches buiied in the deep. 



■What though, untouched by jealous 
Our bosom's peace may fall to wreck 
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The undoubling heart, that brenks ivlth saAnem, 
Is but more slowlj doomed to break. 

Absence ! is not the soul torn by it 

Jrom more than light, or life, or brealli ! 

'Tis Lethe's gloom, but not its quiel, — 
The pain without the peace of death 1 



And call they this Improvement ? — to hare changeil. 

My native Clyde, thy once romantic shore. 

Where Nature's face is bttnished and estranged, 

And Heaven reflected in thy wave no more ; 

Whose banks, that sweetened May-day's breath before, 

Lie sere and leafless now in svraimor's heam, 

■\Vith sooty exhalations covered o'er i 

And for the dasied greensward, down thy stream 

Unsightly brick-lanes smoke, and clanking engines gleam 1 

Speak not to roo of swarms tho scene sustains ; 

One heart free tasting Nature's breath and tloom 

Is worth a thousand slaves to Mammon's gains. 

But whither goes that wealth, and gladdening whom i 

See, left but life enough and breathing-room 

The hunger and the hope of life to feci, 

"Yon pale Mechanic bending o'er his loom. 

And Childhood's self as at Irion's wheel. 

From mom till midnight tasked to earn its little meaL 
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Is hi Imj m n — where the human litoed 

D a h y wurm and overflow, 

Till T il gr ■a h aper than the tcodden weed, 

i rap tea with man, like foe with foe, 

TJ D h, ha bins them, eearce seems public w,i ! 

Improvement! — smiles it in the poor man's eyes, 

Or blooma it on the cheek of Labor ? — No — 

To gorge a few with Trade's precarious prize, 

We banish rural life, and breathe unwholesomo skies. 

Nor call that evil slight ; God has not given 

This passion to the heart of man in vain, 

For Earth's green face, the untainted air of Heaven, 

And all tho bliss of Nature's rustic reign. 

For not alone our frame imbibes a stain 

From fretid skies ; the spirit's healthy pride 

Fades in their gloom. — And therefore I complain. 

That thou no more through pastoral scenes shouldst glide, 

My Wallace's own stream, and oooe romantic Clyde ! 



THE "NAME UNKNOWN." 



Peophetic pencil 1 wilt thoo. trace 
A faithful image of the face, 

Or wilt thou niife the "Name TToknown, 
Ordained to bless my charmed soul, 
And all my future fate control, 

Unrivalled and alone f 
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Delicious Idol of my thought ; 
Tliough sylph or Bpirit hath not taught 

My boding heart thy preeioua naaie; 
Yet musing on my distant fate, 
To charms unseen I consecrate 

A visionary flame. 

Thy ro3y blush, thy meaning eye. 
Thy ^-irgin voice of melody, 

Ate ever present to my heart ; 
Thy murmured rows shall yet be mine, 
My thrilling hand shall meet with toine, 

Al.d never, never part • 

Then fly, my days, on rapid wing, 
Till Love the viewless treasure bring ; 

While I, like conscious Athens, o«-n 
A power in mysOc silence sealed, 
A guardian angel unrevealed. 

And bless the " Name Unknown ! " 



Is the deep blue of eve, 
Ere the twinkling of stars had begun. 

Or the lark took his leave 
Of the skies and the sweet setting sun, 

I climbed to yon heights, 
\Vliere the Norman encamped liim of old. 
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With his bowmen and knighla, 
And bis banner all burnished with gold 

At the Conqueror's side 
There his minstrelsy sat harp iji hand. 

In pavilion wide; 
And they ohnnted the deeds of Roland. 

Still the raniparfed ground 
With a vision my fancy inspireSj 

And I hear the trurap sound, 
As it maishalled our Chivalry's sires. 

On each tm-f of that mead 
Stood the captors of England's domains, 

That ennobled her breed 
And high-mettled the blood of her veins. 

Over hauberk and helm 
As the sun's setting splendor was thrown, 

Thence they looked o'er a realm — 
And to-mortow beheld it their own. 



FAREWELL TO LOVE. 
I HAD a heart that doted once in Passion's boundless 
And though the tyrant I abjured, I could not break his 
But now that Fancy's firo is quenched, and ne'er can 
I've bid to Love, for all my life, adieu! adieu I adieu! 
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If— 

234 




„.,.. 


I've 


known, i£ ever mortal knew, 
thrall, 


the spells of Beauty's 


And if my song has told them n 


ot, my soul has felt 




them all ; 




But 


Passion roba my peace no 
witching Bway 


more, and Beauty's 


Ian 


w to me a star that's fell'n- 
away. 


-a dream that's passed 


TTflil 


welcome tide of life, when 
roll; * 


no tumultuous billows 


How -woiidroua to myself appears 


this halcyon calm of 




soul! 




The wearied bird blown o'er the deep would sooner quit || 




its shore. 




Than I would cross the gulf agaia 
me o'er. 


that time has brought 


Why 


Bay they angels feel the flame?— Oh, spirits of || 




the sHesI 




Can 


love like ours, that dotea 
bosoms tisef — 


on dust, in heavenly 


Ah 


o! the hearts that best have felt its power, the '|| 




beat can tell. 




That 


peace on earth itself begins 
fereweU. 


when Love has bid 
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LINES ON POLAND. 

isD have I lived to aee idee sword in hand 
Uprise ngain, immortal Polish Land ! — 
Whose flag brings more than chivalry to minil, 
And leaves the tri-color in shade behind — 
A theme for uninspired lips too strong ; 
That Bwelia my heart beyond the power of song 1 
Majestic men 1 whose deeds have dazzled faith, 
Ahl yet your fate's suspense arrests my breath; 
■Whilst envying bosoms bared U> shot and steel, 
1 feel the more that fruitlessly I feci. 

Poles 1 with what indignation I endure 
Th' half-pitying, servile mouths that call you poor; 
Poor ! is it England mocks you with her grief, 
"Who hates, but dares not chide, th' Imperial Thief t 
France, with her soul beneath a Bourbon's tiira,!!. 
And Germany that has no aoul at all, — 
States, qudling at the giant overgrown. 
Whom dauntless Poland grapples with alone ! 
No, ye are rich in fame e'en whilst ye bleed : 
We can not aid you — loa are poor indeed 1 

In Fate's defiance — in the world's great eye, 
Poland has won her immortality; 
The Butcher, should he reach her bosom now, 
Could not tear Glory's garland from her brow ; 
Wreathed, filleted, the victim falls renowned. 
And all her ashes will be holy ground ! 

But turn, my Soul, firom presages so dark ; 
Great Poland's spirit is a deathless spark 
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That's famied by Heaven (<j mock the Tj-ranfa ragei 

She, like the eagle, will renew hex age, 

And fresh historic plumes of Fame put on, — 

Another Athena after Maxatiion, — 

Where eloquence shall fulmine, arts refine, 

Bright aa her amis that now in battle shine. 

Come -~ should tho heavenly ahock my life destroy, 

And shut its flood-gates with excess of joy ; 

Come but the day when Poland'a fight ia won — 

And on my grave-stone shine the morrow's sun [ — 

The day that sees "Warsaw's cathedral glow, 

"With endless ensigns ravished from the foe, — 

Her women lifting their fair hands with thanks, 

Her pious warriora kneeling in their ranks. 

The 'scutcheoned walls of high heraldic boast, 

The odorous altars' elevated host. 

The oi^an sounding through the aisle's long glooms. 

The mighty dead seen sculptured o'er their tombs ; 

(John, Europe's savior — Poniatowski's fair 

Resemblance — Kosciusko's shall be there;) 

The tapered pomp — the hallelujah's swell. 

Shall o'er the soul's devotion cast a spell. 

Till visions cross the rapt enthusiast's glance. 

And all the acene becomes a waking trance. 

Should Fate put far, far off that glorious scene. 

And gulfe of havoc interpose between. 

Imagine not, ye men of every clime, 

■Who act, or by your sufferance share the crimen 

Tour brother Abel's blood shall vainly plead 

Against the ** deep dajmtati'm " of the deed* 

Germans, ye view its horror and disgrace 

"With ccdd phosphoric eyes and phl^ra of face. 

Ia AHeraagne profound in science, lore. 

And minstrel art? — her shame is but the mat 

To doze and dream by governments oppresaed. 

The spirit of a book-worm in each breast. 

Well can ye mouth fair Freedom's classic line. 
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And talk of Constitutions o'er your wine ; 

But all yout vows to break tte tvrmit's yoke 

Exptro ia BBCChanaUan song and smoke 

H avena ! ;an no ray of foreaight pierce tlie lead 

And Tiyslio metaphysics of your teads. 

To show the self-sajne grave, Oppreasion. delvea 

Por Polaoid'fl tights, ia yawning for yourselTes ' 

See, whilst the Pole, the vanguard aid of France, 
Has vaulted on his haib and couched the lance, 
France turns from her fthandoned friends afreah, 
And soothes the Bear that prowls for patriot flesh ; 
Buys, ignominious purchase i short repose. 
With dying curses and the groans of those 
That served, and loved, and pult in her their trust ! 
Frenchmen ! the dead accuse you fi-om the dust — 
Brows laurelled — bosoms marked with many ft BOftr 
For Prance — that wore her Legion's noblest star, 
Cast dumb reproaches, from the field of Death, 
On Gallic honor: and this broken faith 
Has robbed you more of Fame — the life of life, — 
Than twenty battles lost in glorious strife ! 

And what of England f — Is she steeped so low 

In poverty, erest-fall'n, and palsied soj 

That we must sit, much wroth, but timorous more. 

With Murder knocking at our neighbor's door? 

Not Murder masked and cloaked, with hidden knifo. 

Whose owner owes the gallows life for life ; 

But Public Murder I — that with pomp and gaud, 

And royal scorn of Justice, walks abroad 

To wring more tears and blood than e'er were wntog 

By all the culprits Justice ever hung ! 

We read the diadcmmed Assassin's vaunt. 

And w-inoe, and wish wo had not hearts ta pant 

With useless indignation — sigh, and frown. 

But have not hearts to throw the gauntlet down. 
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If but a doubt hung o'cc the grounda of fray. 

Or trivial rapine atoppcci the world's highway; 

Were this some common, strife of States embroiled, 

Britimnia on the spoilei end the spoiled 

Might calmly look, and, asking time to breathe, 

StUl honorably wear hia oliye wreath. 

But this is Darkness combatting with Light : 

Earth's adrerse Principles for empire fight : 

Oppreasiouj that has belted Tm if the globe, 

Far as his knout could reach or dagger probe, 

Holds reeking o'er our brother-freemen slain 

That dagger — shakes it at us in disdain ; 

Talks big to Freedom's States of Poland's thra]]. 

And, tiamplii^ one, contemns them one and alL 

My country ! colors not thy onco proud brow 

At this affront? — Hast thou not fleets enow 

With Glory's streamer, lofty as the lark. 

Gay fluttering o'er each thunder-bearing bark. 

To warm the insulter's seas with barbarous blood, 

And interdict hia flag from Ocean's flood ? 

EVn now far off the sea-olift where 1 sing, 

I see, my Country and my Patriot King ! 

Your ensign glad the deep. Becalmed and sloir 

A war-ship rides ; while Heaven's prismatic how. 

Uprisen behind her on th' horizon's base. 

Shines flushing through the tackle, ehrouda, and stajn 

And wraps her giant form in one majestic blaze, 

My soul accepts the omen ; Fancy's eye 

Has sometimes a veracious augury ; 

The Rainbow types Heaven's promise to my sight ; 

The Ship, Britannia's interposing might ! 

But if there should be none to aid you, Poles 
Ye'll but to prouder pitch wind up your souls, 
Above example, pity, praise, or blame, 
To BOW and reap a boundless field of Pome. 
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islt ai3 no more from Nations that torgct 

Your championship — old Europe's mighty debt. 

Though Poland (Lazarus-hke) his burst the gloom, 

She rises not a beggar firom the tomb 

In Fortune's frown, on Dangers giddie t brink. 

Despair and Poland's name must never linJ^. 

All ilia have bounds — plague, ivhirlwiiid, lire, and floo 

Ev'n Power can epill but bounded sums of blood. 

States, earing not what Freedom's price may be. 

May late or soon, but must at last be free ; 

For body-kUling tyrants can not kill 

The public soul — th' hereditary will 

That, downward as from sire to son it goes. 

By shifting bosoms more intensely glows : 

Its heir-loom is the heart, and slaughtered men 

Fight fiercer in their orphans o'er again. 

Poland recasts — though rich in heroes old — 
Her men in more and more heroic mould: 
Her eagle ensign beat among mankind 
Becomes, and types her eagle-slrenglh of mind ; 
Her praise upon my faltering lips expires ; 
Eesume it, younger bards, and nobler Ijtos I 



MAKGAKET AND DOItA. 

Mabqaket's beauteous — Grecian arts 
Ne'er drew form completer. 
Yet why, in my heart of hearts. 
Hold I Dora's sweeter ! 
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Dora's cj'cs of heayenlj' blue, 
Pa33 oU painting's reach i 
Ring-dove's notes are discord to 
The miisio of her Bpeech. 

Artists ! Margaret's smile receive, 
And on canvBsa show it; 
But fpr perfect worship leave 
Dora to her poet. 



The more we live, more brief appear 

Our life's succeeding stages ; 
A day to childhood seems s year, 

And years like pas^ng ages. 

The gladsome current of our youth, 

Ere passion j-ct disorders, 
Steals, Ungeiing like n rivet smooth 

Along its gTHSSj borders. 

But as tlie care-worn cheek grows whji. 

And sorrow's shafts fly thicker. 
Ye stars, that measure life to man, 

Why acem your courses quicker > 

When joys have lost theit, bloom and breath, 

And life itself is vapid. 
Why, as we reach the Falls of death 

Feel we its tide more rapid f 
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It may be Btrange — yet who would diange. 
Time's course to slower speedmg ; 

"When one by one our friends have gone. 
And left our bosoms bleeding! 

Heaven gives our years of fading strength 

Indemnifying flcetness ; 
And those of Youth, a seeming latgth. 

Proportioned to their sweetness. 



SONG. 



How delicious is tlie winning 
Of a kiss at Love's beginmng, 
"When two mutual hearts are sighing 
For the knot there's no untying i 

Yet, remember, 'midst your wooing. 
Love has bliss, but Love has ruing ; 
Other smilea may make you fickle. 
Tears. for other charms may trickle. 

Love he comes, and Love he tarries. 
Just as fate or fancy carries ; 
Iioi^at stays, when sorest chidden; 
Laughs and flies, when pressed and hid 

Bind the sea to slumber stilly, 
Bind its odor to the lily. 
Bind the aspen, ne'er to quiver. 
Then hind Love to laat for ever 1 
21 
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Love's a are tliat needs renewal 

Of besh beauty for its fuel i 

Love's wing moulls when c^ed and captured. 

Only free, Ke eoeia enraptured. 

Can you keep the bee from ranging, 
Or the ring-dove's neck fcom changing f 
No 1 nor fbttered Love licna dying. 
In the knot there's no untying. 



THE POWER OF EUSSLi. 

So all this gaUant blood has gushed in vain I 
And Poland by the Northom Condor's beak 
And talons torn, lies iirostratod again. 
O, British patriots, that were wont W speak 
Once loudly on this theme, now hushed or meek 1 
0| heartless men of Europe — Goth and Gaul 
Cold, odder-deaf to Poland's dying shriek ; — 
That saw the world's last land of heroes fall — 
The brand of huming shame ia on yon aH — all — all I 

But this is not the drama's closing act 1 
Its tragic cvirtain must uprise anew. 
Nations, mute accessories to the fact ! 
riiat Upaa-treo of power, whose foateiing Sew 
Was Polish blood, has yet to cast o'er you 
The lengthening shadow of its head elate — 
A deadly shadow, darkening Nature's hue. 
To ali that's hallowed, righteoua, pure, and great, 
Wo ' wo ! when they arc reached )iy Russia's wiUieriiig 
hate. 
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r^M PR ell's -POEMS ^43 

Russia, that on Mi throne of adamant. 
Consults what nation"! breast ahal! nest be gored. 
He on Polonia's Golgotha wtII plant 
His standard fresh ; and, horde auoceeding horde, 
On patriot tomh-stonca he will whet the sword. 
For more stupendous slaughters ot the free 
Then Europe's realms, when then: beat blood is poured, 
Shall miss thee, Poland ! as they bend the knee. 
All — all in grief, but none m glor\ hkening thee. 

■\Vhy smote ye not the Giant whJot he reeled ) 
O, fair occasion, gone forever bj ' 
To have looked his lancea in their northern field. 
Innocuous as the phantom chivalry 
That flames and hurtles from yon boreal sky I 
Now, wave thy pennon, Hnssia, o'er the land 
Once Poland ; build thy bristling eaatlea high ; 
Dig dungeons deep ; for Poland's wrested brand 
Is now a weapon new to widen thy command — 

An awful width 1 Norwegian woods shall build 
His fleets ; the Swede his vassal, and the Dane ; 
The glebe of fifty kingdoms shall be tilled 
To feed his dazzling, desolating train, 
Camped sumleas, 'twixt the Black and Baltic main 
Brute hosts, I ovm ; but Sparta could not write, 
And Rome, half-barbarous, bound Achaia's chain ; 
So Russia's spirit, midat Sclavonic nighty 
tJums with a fire more dread than all your polished lighb 

But Eussia'a limbs (so blinded Statesmen sayl 
Aic crude, and too colossal to cohere. 
0, Jamentable wcakneas ! reckoning weak 
The stripling Titan, strengthening year by year. 
■What impliment lacks he for war's career, 
I'hat grows on earth, or in its floods and mines 
(Eighth sharer of the inhabitable sphere) 
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■Whom Persia bows to, China ill conBnes, 
&jiA India's homage waits, when Albion's star declines? 

But time will teach the Euss, even conquering War 
.Has handmaid arts : ay, aj-, the Rusa -will woo 
Ail sciences that speed Bellona's car, 
All murder's tactic arts, and win them too [ 
But never holier Muses shall imbue 
His breast, that's made of nature's basest clay: 
The sabre, knout, and dungeon's vapor blue 
His laws and ethics : Jhr from hira away 
Are all the lovely Nine, that breathe but Freedom's day. 

Say, even his serfe, half-humanized, should leam 
Their human righls, — will Mors put out hia fiama 
In Russian bosoms? no, he'll bid them hum 
A thousand years for nought but martial fame, 
like Romans : — yet forgive me, Roman name ! 
Home could impart what Russia never con ; 
Proud civic rights to salve submission's shame. 
Our strife is coming ; but in Freedom's van 
The Polish eagle's fall is big with fate to man. 

Frond bird of old! Mohammed's moon recoiled 
Before Ihy swoop : had we been timely bold. 
That swoop, still free, had stunned the Euas, and foiled 
Earth's new oppressors, aa it foiled her old. 
Now thy majestic eyes are shut and cold : 
And colder still Polonia's oMdren find 
The sympathetic hands, that we outhold. 
But, Poles, when we are gone, the world will mind, 
ye bore the brunt of fate, and bled for humanMnd. 

So hallowedly have ye fulQlled your part, 
My pride repudiates even the sigh that blends 
With Poland's name — name written on my heart 
My heroes, my grief-consecrated fiicnds i 



HcssdtyGooyle 



Your aon-ow, in nobility, transcends 
Your conqneror's joy : his cheek may blush ; but shame 
Can linge not yovua, though exile's tear descends ; 
Nor would yc change your conscience, cuuse, and name, 
For his, livitli all Ms wealth, and all his felon fame 

Thee, Niemciewitz, whoso song of stirting power 
The Czar forbids to sound in Polish lands; 
Thee, Czartoryski, in thy banished bower, 
T)ie patiiclde, who In thy palace stands. 
May envy; proudly may Polonia's bands 
Throw down their swords at Earope's feat in scorn, 
Ssying — "Russia from the metal of these brands 
Shall foigE the fetters of your sons unborn ; 
Oiz setting star is your misfortunes' rising mom." 



Ajjiec the woods and water's side. 
Imperial Danube's rich domain ! 

Adieu the grotto, wild and wide. 
The rocks abrupt, ajid grassy plain ! 
Por pallid Autumn once again 

(lath swelled each torrent of the hiU ; 
Her clouds collect, her shadows sail. 
And watery winds that sweep the vale. 

Grow loud and louder atiU. 
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Nor riTor roaring to tte blast 
Aroimd ita dark and desert isle ; 
Nor chuxch-bell tolling to beguile 

The cloud-bom tliundfa- passing by. 
Can sound in discord to my soul : 
Holl on, ye mighty waters, roll ! 

And cage, Uiou darkened sky ! 

Thy blossoms now no longer bright ; 

Tby withered woods no longer grcon ; 
Yet, Elduni shore, with dark delight 

I visit thy unlovely scene ! 

For many a sunset hour serene 
My steps have trod thy mellow dew; 

When. Ms green Kght the glow-worm, gav 

When Cynthia ftom the distant wave 
Her twilight anchor drew, — 

And ploughed, aa with a swelling sail, 

The billowy clouds ant! starry sea ; 
Then while thy hermit nightingale 

Sang on his fr^rant apple-tree, — 

Romantic, soKtajy, free. 
The visitant of Eldurn's shore, 

On such a moonlight mountain strayed, 

Aa echoed to the music made 
By Druid harps of yore. 

Around thy sarage hills of oak, 
Around thy waters bright and blue. 

No hunter's horn the silenco broke. 
No dying shriek thine echo knew ; 
But safe, sweet Elduni woods, to you- 

The wounded n-ild deer ever ran. 
Whose myrtle bound their grassy cave. 
Whose very rocks a shelter gavo 

From blood-pursuing man, 
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oil heart cffu. ona U it aro«e 

F om n ohtly nandenn^s her shed hero 
To hua who flies from miny Toes 

E en hon eleg le r a be dear 

The last and sol t. r ex 

Of those that own no u Lly home. 

Say — IS t not ve haaiahel race, 

In a ha loved ind lonely plat* 

"ica I have loved thy wild abode, 

t nknown unploughcd, untrodden shore 

yVi re SI r e he woodman find a road, 
\nd tear e the fisher pliea an o r 
F r man neglect I love thee more 

That art nor avance intrude 

lo tin thy [rents tl mler shoot. 
Or prune thj -untaae of the rock 

Mij, uftcen ly ru lo 

TJnheeled spreads thy bio somed bud 
Its m Ik bo to the bee 

t nheeded la Is ilong the Bood 
Th desolate and aged tree 
Forsaken floene how hie to thee 

The &tc of un friended Worth 
Like t u e her fr ut di hoi o ed Ms 
Like thee sohtnde she calls 

A thousand ti 



Oh silent siint of the pi -e 

K bngecing w h the umol year 

Thy hoiry Jonn and a vful f ce 

I yet m o-bt witch and worship here 1 

Thy Wilde t tik a. ahcltcr Ri en 
'^ bhmer thou hta on earth to fin i 
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And sh.-ue, mth no unhaUoived mind. 
The majesty oE heaven. 

■Wliat though the bosom Mcnda of Fate, — 
Prosperity's im weaned brood, — 

'Cliy consolationa can not rate, 
O, self-dependent Solitude! 
■Yet with a spirit unsubdued, 

Though, darltened by tho. clouds of Cai^ 
To worship thy congenial gloom, 
A pilgrim to the Prophet's tomb, 

Tho Friendless shall rep^. 

Ob. him the world hath neror smiled 
Or looked but with acuuaing eye ; — 

All-fulent goddess of the ivUd, 

To thee that misanthrope shall fly I 
I hear his deep soliloquy, 

I mark Ma proud but ravaged form. 
As stem he wraps his mantle round, 
And bids, on winter's bleakest ground. 

Defiance to the Bt<irm. 

Poace to liis banished heart, at last. 
In thy dominions shall descend, 

And, strong as beech-wood in the blast, 
His spirit shall refuse to bend ; 
Enduring life without a friend, 

The world and falsehood left behind^ 
Thy votary shall bear elate, 
(Triumphant o'er opposing Fate,) 

His daik inspired mind. 

But dost thou. Folly, moek the Muse 
A wanderer's mountain walk to sing, 

'ft'ho shuns a warring world, nor woos 
The vulture cover of its wing ? 
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Then By, ttou eowecing, ahivoring ttiing, 
B*ck to the fostcrmg world beguiled. 
To waste in Belf-eonsmning strife 
The loveless brotherhood of life, 
Eevilijig and reviled I 

Away, thou lover of the race 

That hither chased yon weeping deerl 
If Nature's all majesac face 

More pitiless than mMi's appear ; 

Or if the wild -winaa seem more drear 
Than man's cold eharitiea below, 

Behold around his peopled plains, 

Where'er the social savage reigns, 
Exuberance of wo ! 

His art and honors wonldst thou se^ 
Embossed on grandeur's giant walls f 

Or hear his moral thunders speak 
■Where senates light their niry halls, 
Where roan hia brother man enthralla j 

Or sends Ms whirlwind warrants forth 
To rouse the Blumhering fiends of war. 
To dye the blood-warm waves afar. 

And desolate the earth S 

From clime to clime pursue the Boene, 
And marie in all thy spacious way, 

Where'er the tyrant man has been. 
There Peace, the chenib, can not stay ; 
In wilds and woodlands far away 

She builds her solitary bower, 

Where only anchorites have trod. 
Or friendless men. to worship Ood, 

Have wandered for an hour. 

In such a fcr forsaken vale, — 
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AHicted nature shaU inhale 

Heaven-borrowed thoughts and joys divine} 

No longer wish, no more repine 
For man's neglect or woman's Boom; — 

Then wed thee (o an exile's lot. 

Foe if tho world hath loTed thee not, 
Itfl absence may be home. 



THE DEATH-BOAT OF HELIGOLAND. 

Can resUessQcsa reach the cold sepulchred head! — 
Ay, the quick have their sleep- walkers, bo have 1h» 

There «re brains, though they moulder, that dream in 

the tomb, 
And that maddening forebear the Inst trumpet of doom, 
Till their corses start sheeted to revel on earth. 
Making horror more deep by the semblance of mirth^ 
By the glare of new-lighted volcanoes they dance. 
Or at mid-sea appall the chill mariner's glance. 
Such, I wot, was the band of cadaverous smdc 
Seen ploughing the night-surge of Heligo's isle. 

The foam of the Baltic had sparlilod hke fire. 
And the red moon looked down with an aspect of ire; 
But her beams on a sudden grew siek-lifce and gray. 
And the mews that had slept daugcd and shrieked &i 

away — 
And the buoys and tho beacons extinguished tficir light 
As the boat of the stony-eyed dead came in sight. 
High bounding from billow to billow; each form 
Had its shroud like a plaid flying loose to the storm ( 
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Witli an oar in each pulseless and icy-cold hand, 
Fast ttey ploughed, by the lee-shore of Heligoland, 
Such breakers as boat of the living ne'er crossed ; 
Now suxf-sunk for minutes again they uptossed, 
And ivith livid lips shouted reply o'er the flood 
To the challenging watchman that curdled Ms hlood — 
"We are dead — we are bound from our graves in the 

First to Hecla, and then to " Unmeet was the 

For man's ear. The old ahhey bell Hmndered its clang. 
And their eyes gleamed with phosphorous Ught as it 

tang: 
Ere they vanished, they stopped, and gaied silently 



Now who were those reamers > — of gaEows or wheel 
Boro they marks, or the mangling anatomist's steel ? 
No! — by magistrates' ohiuns 'mid their grave-clothes 

They were felons too proud to have perished by law; 
But a riband that hung where a rope should have been, 
'Twas the hai^e of their faction, its hue was not green. 
Showed them, men who had trampled and tortured and 

To rebellion the fairest Isle breathed on by Heaven, — 
Men whose heirs would yet finish the tjTonnous task. 
If the Truth and the Time had not dragged off their 

They parted — but not till the sight might discern 
A 'scutcheon distinct at their pinnace s stem, 
"Where letters, erablaioned in blood-colored hame. 
Named thcii faction — I blot not my page «ith its 
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SONG. 

When Lote camo firal to Eartli, the Si-kmo 
Spread rose-beda to receive him, 

And back he vowed his flight he'd wing 
To Heaven, if she should leave him — 

But Si-RiNu depurting, saw his failh 
Pledged to the next new-oomer — 

He revelled in the warmer breath 
And richer bowers of Sumueb. 

Then sportive Autemh claimed by rights 

An Archer for her lover, 
And ev"!! in "Wintek's dark cold nights 

A charm he ci>uld discover. 

Her routs and balls, and fireside joy. 
For this time were his reasons — 

a gallant boy. 



Eabl MincH looked on his dying chilij. 
And smit with grief to view her — 

The youth, he cried, whom I eiUed, 
Shall be restored to woo her. 
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She's at tlie window many an hooi 

His coming ta discover; 
And Ae looked up to Ellen's bower. 

And she looked on lier lovee — 

Bot ah '. so pale, he knew her not^ 

Though her aralle on Tiini was dwelling. 

And am I then forgot — forgot f — 
It broke the heart of Ellen, 

In T!un he wei:pSj in yain he righa. 

Her cheek is cold aa ashes ; 
Nor love's own kiss shall wake those eye* 

To lift their silken kahes. 



"When Napoleon was flying 
From the field of Waterloo, 

A British soldier dying 
To his brother hade adieu ! 

"And take," he siud, "this token. 

To the maid that owns my fath. 
With the words that I have spoken 

In affection's latest breath." 

Sore mourned the brother's heart, 
^\Tien the youth beside hiii ieU; 

But the trumpet ■warned to part. 
And they took a Sad farewelL 
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There was many a friend to los 
For that gallant soldier sighei 

But the msiiicn of hia bosom 
Wept when all- their tears we 



LINES TO JTJLIA M— 



SiKCE there is mc^c in your look. 
And in yoar voice a witching charm. 
As all our hearta consenting tell, 
Enchantress! smLle upon my book, 
And guard its laj-s &om hate and harm 
By Beauty's most resistless spell. 

The sunny dew-drop of thy praise. 
Young day-ator of the rising time. 
Shall nith its odoriferous mom 
Kefrcsh my sere and witlicred bays. 
Smile, Knd I will believe my rhyme 
Shall please the beautiful imbotn. 

Go forth, my pietutod thought?, and risa 
In traits and tints of sweeter tone, 
"When Julia's elancj* is o'er ye flung; 
Glow, gladden, linger in her ej-cs, 
And catch a magic not your own, 
S^ad by the music of her tongue. 
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DEINKING SONG OF MiraiCH. 

SwEKT Iscr ! wore thy auijiy realm 

Arid llowcty gnrdens mine, 
Thj ivators I would shade with elm 

To prop the teiider vine ; 
My golden flagons I would fill 
With rosy draughts from every hiU ; 

And under every myrtle bower, 
My gay companions ahonld prolong 
The laugh, the revel, and Che eong, 

To many an idle hour. 

like tivera crimsoned mth the beam 

Of yonder planot bright, 
Oar balmy cups should ever stream 

Profusion of delight ; 
No care should touch the mcUow heart. 
And sad or sober none depnrt ; 

Por wine can triumph over wo, 
And Love and Bacchus, brother powen, 
Could build in Iscr's sunny bowers 

A paradise below I 
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On England's shore I saw a pensive band, 
' With sfdls unfurled for earth's remot^^ strajid, 
Like ohildren parting from, a nother, shed 
Teais for the home that eould not yield them bread; 
Grief marked oach face recedii^ from the view, 
'Twas grief to nature honorably true. 
And long, poor wanderers o'er the ecliptic deep. 
The song that names but home rfiall maJce you weep j 
Oft shall ye fold your flocks by stars above 
In that far world, and miss the stars ye love ; 
Oft when its tuneless birds scream roimd forlorOt 
Ecgret the lack that gladdens England's mom. 
And, gi™ig England's names to distant scenes. 
Lament that earth's extensioii interveaea. 



But cloud not yet too long, industrioua train. 

Your solid good with sorrow nursed in v^; 

Poc has the heart no interest yet as bland 

As that which binds us to our native land ? 

The deep-drawn wish, when children crown om hearibi 

To hear the eheriib-chorua of thrar mirth. 

Undamped by dread that want may e'er unhQUBe, 

Or sernle misery knit those smiling bcowB. 

The pride to rear an independent shed. 

And give the hps we love iinboirowed bread : 

To see a woiid, from shndowy forests won. 

In youthful bpauly wedded to the sun ; 

To skirt our hnmo with harvests widely sown. 

And call Iho blooming landscape all O'ic own. 
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Our cliildrGn'a heritage, in ptosppct long. 
These nre the hopes, high-minded liopca and strong. 
That heckon England's wanderers o'er the brine, 
To redms where foreign constellations shine ; 
"Where streams frora undiscovered fountains roll. 
Anil winds shall fan them from th' Antarctic pole. 
Anil what though doomed to shores so far apart 
From England's home, that ev'n the homesick heart 
Quails, tliinkinj, ere that gulf can be rocrosaed. 
How large a space of fleeting life is lost ! 
Yet theve, by time, their bosoms shall be changed, 
And strangers once shall cease to sigh estranged. 
But jocund in the year's long sunshine roam. 
That yields their eioklo twice its hscvest home. 

There, marking o'er his farm's expanding ring 

New fleeces whiten and new fniils upspring. 

The gray-haired sirain, his grandchild sporting round. 

Shall Wiilk at eve his little empire's bound, 

Embla/ed nith niby vintage, ripening com. 

And verdant rampHrt of acaoian thorn. 

While, mingling with the scent his pipe exhales, 

The orange-grove's and flg-treo'e breath prevails; 

Survey with pride beyond a monarch's spoil. 

His honest arm's own suhjngated soil; 

And summing all the blessings Ood has given, 

Put up Ms patriarchal prayer to Heaven, 

That when his bones shall here repose in peace. 

And o'or a land where life has ample room, 
Tn health and plenty innocently bloom. 

Delightful land, in wildness even benign, 
The glorious past is ours, the future thine t 
As in a cradled Hercules, we trace 
TliO lines of empire in thine infant face. 

23* 
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Wliat nations in thy wide horizon's span 

Shall teem on tracts untrodden yet by mtai ! 

What spacious eiljos with their spires shall gleam, 

^Vher(• now the panther laps a lonely stream. 

And all but brute or reptile life n dumb ! 

J-and of the free 1 thy kingdom is to come. 

Of states, with laws from Gothic bondage btust. 

And creeds by chartered priesthoods unaccarsed : 

Of naviea, hoiaHiig their emblazoned flags, 

"Where shiplesa seas now wash Tinheaooneii crags ; 

Of ho.sls reviewed in dazzling files and sc^uares, 

Tlieir pcnnon*d trumpets breathing native lurs, — 

Tor minstrels thou shalt have of native fire. 

And maids to sing the songs themselves inspire ; — 

Our very speech, methinks, in after time, 

Shall catch the Ionian blandness of thy clime ; 

And whilst the light and lusury of thy skiea 

Give brighter smiles to beauteous woman's eyes. 

The Arts, whose soul is love, shEdl all spontaneous ri 

Untrocked in deserts lies the marble mine, 

TJndug the ore that midst thy roofs shall shine ; 

Unborn the hands — but bom they are to be — 

Fair Australasia, that shall give to .thee 

Proud temple-domes, with galleries winding high. 

So vast in space, so just in symmetry. 

They niden to the contemplating eye, 

"With colonnaded aisles in long array, 

And windows that enrich the flood of day 

O'er tesselated pavements, pictures feir. 

And niched statues breathing golden air. 

Nor there, whilst all that's seen bids Fancy swell, 

Shall Music's voice refuse to seal the speU; 

But choral hymns shall wake enchantment roundl. 

And organs yield their tempests of sweet sound. 

Meanwhile, ere Arts ti 
pow blest the years o 
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Even should some wayivard lour tlio settler's mind 

lirood sad on scenes forever left behind. 

Yet not a pang that England's name imparta. 

Shall touch a fibre of his children's hearts ; 

Bound to that native land by nature's bond. 

Full littlo shall their wishes rove beyond 

lis moTintaina blue, and melon-skirted streams. 

Since childhood loved and dreamed of in thdr dreams. 

How many a name, to us imcouthly wild, 

Shall thrill that region's patriotic cluld, 

And bring as sweet thoughts o'er his bosom's chords. 

As aught that's named in song to ua affords I 

Dear shall that river's mai^n he to Mm, 

■Where sportive first he bathed his boyish limb, 

Or petted birds, still brighter than their bowers, 

Or twined his tamo young kangaroo with flowera. 

But more magnetic yet to memory 

Shall be the sacred spot, still blooming nigh, 

The bower of love, where first Ms bosom burned. 

And smiling passion saw its smile returned. 

Go forth and prosper then, emprising band r 

May He, who in the hollow of liis hand 

The ocean holds, and rules the whirlwind's sweep, 

Assuage its wrath, and guide you on the deep 1 



On i scenes of my childhood, and dear to my heart, 
Ye green waving woods on the margin of Cart, 
How blest in the morning of life I have Etrnyed, 
By Iho stream of the voir- and the grass-cnvered glade ! 
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ry rapture waa j~ung and sine 


ere. 


E 


h h of bliss waa bediromed by a 


tear. 


And 


te delight every scene seemed to 


lend. 


Th 


h man- n of peace was tha home of 


FlUIM.. 


N w 


h es of my childhood, and dear to 


my hearty 


All p TL t, anil sigh tn depart ; 




Th 


fi m to languish, their heauty 


cease, 


Per 


I. itranger mhabita the mansion of peace. 




But hushed be the sigh that untimely compla 


ms. 


\VhS 


e Friendship and all its enchantment rum 


ains. 


While it blooms like the aower of a wintetlesa elime, | 


Untainted by chanee, unabated by time. 






Tim CIIERUBS. 






Two spirits reached this world of ours : 






llie lightning's locomotive powers 






Were slow to their agility : 






In broad daylight they moved incog, 






Enjoying, nithout mist or fbg, 






Entire invisibiUty. 






ITie one, a simple cherub lad. 






Much interest in our planet had. 






Ila face was so romantic ; 






He couldn't persuade hunself that man 






Was such as heavenly rumors ran. 






A being base and frai.tic. 
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The elder apiiit, wise and cool, 
Broiiglit down the youth as to a Behoolj 

But strictly on condition, 
■Whatever they should see or hear, 
Witli mortals not to interfere ; 

'Twas not in their commisalon. 

They reached a sovereign city prond, 
■Whose emperor priyed to God aloud, 

With oU hia people kneeling, 
And priests performed religionaiifes : 
" Come," said the younger of the sprites, 

"This sh hi ." 



"A/n't the dec g dly ri 



"But hark wh rs he/re giying 

Their empero And la h a thief ? " 



"But say, what were they praying for. 
This people and thtdi emperor?" 



"Why, but for God's 
To help their army, late sent out: 
And what that army is about, 
You'll see at no great distance." 
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On ii-ings outspeeding mail or post, 
Our spritiia o'ertook the Imperial host; 

In massacres it wallowed : 
A noble nation met its hordes, 
But broken fell their cause and swords, 

Unfortunate, though hallowed. 

They saw a late bombarded town. 

Its streets still warm with blood ran down; 

Still smoked each burning ral^r ; 
And hideously, 'midst rape and sack. 
The murderer's laughter answered back 

TTU prey's convulsive laughter. 

They saw the captive eye the dead, 
"With envy of his gory bed, — 

Death's quick reward of bravery ; 
They heard flie clank of chains, and then 
Saw thirty thousand bleeding men 

Dragged manacled to slavery. 

" Fie I fie I " the younger heavenly spark 
Exclaimed — "we must have missed our majk. 

And entered hell's own portals ; 
Earth can't be stained by crimes so black; 
Nay, sure, tre'va got among a pock 

Of fiends and not of mortals." 

"No," said the elder; "no such thing: 
Fiends are not fools enough to wring 

The necks of one another : — 
They know their interests too weU ! 
Men fight ; but every devil in hell 

Lives friendly with his brother. 

" And I could point you out some fellows. 
On this Ul-fatcd planet Tel us. 
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In iDyal power thit revel 
"Who at the openmg of the book 
Of judgment miy h.a\e ciuBe ta look 

W itJi ei v\ at tile devil 

. Nnme but tho denl and he 11 appear 
Old '^atan m a tnce was near 
M ith tmutti face ai d bgure 
But spotle=3 6p nts of tl e ski s 
TJnaecmto eei bis sa oer e\es 
Could ■nat h the fiendisb nigger 

" Halloo be cned I emcll a tr ck 
A n ortil su] er edes Old N ck 

Ibo Bcoui^o of e'ut] appointed 
He r bs me of mj trade outrants 
The blasphen y of hell and vaunts 

HimscK the Lor 1 s i minted 

" Folks make a fuss about my miwihief : 
D— d fools t! e\ tin elv Buffer this chief 

To pi \ hi p nnk unhou led 
The cher bs dew but aa v trom high, 
(Lt hmn m inhuman ty 
The devil lumsolf a tounded 



PiiTONic friendship at your years, 
Says Conscience, should content ye ; 

Nay, name not fondness to her ears, 
The darling's scarcely twenty. 
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Yes, and sbe II loathe me unforgiven, 
To dote thus out of Bcason ; 

But beauty ia a team fcom teeven, 
That dasules blind our reason. 

m challenge Plato trom the skies. 
Yes, from his splieres harmonic, 

To look in M— y C 's eyes. 

And try to be PlaUmic. 



TO SIR FEAHCIS BURDETT, 

HIST 7, 1832, 



BtntBBTT, enjoy Uiy justly foremost fame, 
Tbrotigh good and ill report — through calm and 

lor forty years the pilot of reform ! 
But that which shall afi-esh entwine thy name . 

"With patriot laurels never (o be sere. 
Is that thou hast come nobly forth to ohido 
Our slumbering statesmen for their lack of pride — 

Their flattery of Oppressors, and their fear — 
"When Britain's lifted finger, and her frown. 
Might call the nations up, and cast their tyrants down I 

Invoke the scorn — Alas! too few inherit 
The scorn for despots cherished by our sires. 
That baffled Europe's persecuting fires, 

And sheltered helpless states ! — Recall that epint, 
Ajid conjure back Old England's haughty mind — 
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CAMPBELL'S POEMS. 265 

Convert the men who WKver now, and pause 

Between their love of self and human kind ; 
And move, Amphion-like, those hearts of stone — 
The hearts that haye been deaf to Polajid's dying groan I 

Tell them, we hold the Eights of Man (oo dear, 

To bless ourselves wiih lonely freedom blest ; 

But could Tvo hope, with sole and eelfish. hceasl. 
To breathe untroubled Freedom's atmosplierei — 

Suppose we wished it ? England could not stand 
A lone oasis in the desett ground 
Of Europo's slavery ; from flic waste around 

Oppression's fiery blast and whirling sand 
Would reach juid scathe us ! No ; it may not bo ; 
Britaiuiia and the world eonjoindy must be fceol 

Biirdett, demand why Britons send abroad 
Soft greetings to th' infantiddal Czar, 
The Bear on Poland's babes that wages war i 
Once, we are told, a mother's shriek o'erawed 

A lion, and he dropped her lifted child ; 
But Nicholas, whom neither God nor law, 
Nor Poland's shrieking mothers overawe, 
Outholda to us Ms friendship's gory clutch r 
Shrink, Britain — shrink, my king and country, &x>ni 
the touch ! 

He prays to Heaven for England's king, he says — 
And dares he to the God of mercy kneel, 
Besmeared with massacres from head to heel ? 

No ! Moloch is his god — to him he prays ; 
And if his weird-like prayers had power to bring 

An influence, their power would be to curse. 

His hate is baleful, but his love is worse — 
A serpent's slaver deadlier than lis sting ! 



Oh, feeble 



Ignominious 1 



That lick the tyrant's feet, and amile npon his crimes I 
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ODE TO THE GERMANS. 

The Spirit of Britannia 

Invokes aoross the main. 
Her sister Allemamiia 

To burst the Tyrant's chain ; 
By our kindred hlood, she cries, 
Kisp, AUemnmiiaiia, rise ! 

And hallowed thrice the hand 
Of our kindred hearts shall be, 

When your land shall he the land 
Of the free — of the frea ! 

"With Freedom's lion-bamict 

Britannia rules the waves ; 
Whilst your BHOin STOsa of aoNoa • 

Is stOl the cnmp of slaves. 
For shame, for glory's sake. 
Wake, AUemannians, ivake ! 

And thy tyrants now that whelm 
Half the world shall quail and flee. 

When youi realm shall be the ceain 
Of the irce — of the free I 
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By its sound, the march of Time, 
Let it clung Oppression's knell 

O'et your clime — o'er your clime! 

The press's magic letters, 

That blesBing ye brought forth, — 
Behold 1 it lies in fettens 

On the soil that gave it birth 1 
But the trumpet must be heard, 
And the chai^er most be spurred ; 

For your father Aimin's Sprite 
Calls don-n &oni heaven, that ye 

Shall gird you for tJie fight. 

And be tree i — and be fcee I 



Was man e'er doomed that beauty made 
By mimic art should haunt TiJTn ; 

Like Orpheus, I adore a shade. 
And dote upon a phantom. 

Thou maid that in my inmost thought 

Art fancifully sainted, 
Wliy liv'st thou not — why ai't tliou nougl 

IJut canvass sweetly painted ? 
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Whose looks seem lifted to the skicii. 
Too pure for love of mortals — 

As if they drew angelic eyes 
To greet tliee at lieaven's portals. 



Yet loveline 






Abstracted or ideEil — 
Art ne'er but from a living face 
Drew looks so aeemiag real. 

What wert thou, maid ? — thy life — thy name 

Oblivion hides in myst=ry; 
Though from thy face my heart eonld framo 

A long romantic history. 

Transported to thy lime I seem. 

Though dust thy coffin covers — 
And hear the songs, in iancy's dream. 

Of thy devoted lovers. 

How witchmg must hnve been thy hrcath ■ 

How sweet the hting charmer 
■tt hose e^ prv scml lance after deith 

Ciu make the heart grow narmer! 

Adie 1 the charms fh'it vamly move 

Mj -(oul m their poite==iori — 
That prompt my hps to speak of love, 

li et rob them of expression 

Yet thee dear picture to have praised 

Was but a poet i dutv 
And ahame to him that ever gnied 

Impassiic on thy beauty 
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Hah. to thy face Hnd odors, glorious Sea ! 
'Twexe thaiiklessneas in me to bless ttee not, 
Great beanteous Being ; in wliose breath and smile 
My heart beats calmer, and my very mind 
Inhales salubrious thoughts. How welcomer 
Thy murmurs than the murmurs of the world 1 
Though like the world tliou fluetuatest, thy din 
To me is peace, thy restlessness repose. 
Ev'n gladly I CKchaiige yon spring-green lanes, 
"With all the darling iield-flowers in their prime, 
And gardens haunted by the nightingale's 
Long trills and gushing ecstaeies of song. 
For these wild headlands, and the sea-mew's clang. 

With thee beneath my windows, pleasant Sea, 

I long not to o'erlook earth's fairest glades 

And green savannahs — earth has not a plain 

So boundless or so beautiful as thine; 

The eagle's vision can not take it in: 

The lightning's iiing, tao weak to sweep its space. 

Sinks half-way o'er it like a wearied bird: 

It is the mirror of the stars, where all 

Their hosts within the concave firmament. 

Gay marching to the music of the spheres, 

Can Bee themselves at once. 

Nor on the stage 
Of rural landscape arc there lights and shades 
Of more harmonious dance and play than thine. 
How vividly this moment brightens forth. 
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Between gray parallel and leaden breadths, 
A belt of hues that stripes thee many a league, 
Flushed like the rainbow, or the ring-dove's neck, 
Ajid pylng to the glancing sea-bird's wing 
The semblance of a meteor. 

Mighty Sea! 
Chameleon-like thou ehangest, but there's bve 
In all thy change, and constant sympathy 
With yonder Sky — thy Mistress; from her brow 
Thou tak'st tLy moods and wear*3t her colora on 
Thy fcitMul bosom ; -^ morning's milky white. 
Noon's sapphire, or the saffron glow of eve ; 
And all thy balmier hours, fiiir Element, 
Have such divine complosion — crisped smiles, 
LiLsuriant heavings, and sweet whisperings. 
That little is the wonder Love's own Queen 

From thee of old was fabled to have sprung 

Creation's common 1 which no human power 

Can parcel or enclose; the lordliest floods 

And oataracla that the tiny hands oE man 

Can tome, conduct, or bound, are drops of dew 

To thee that couldst subdue the earth itself, 

And brook'st commandment from the heavens alone 

Fox marshalling thy waves — 

Yet, potent Sea ! 
How placidly thy moist lips speak, cv'n now 
Along yon sparkling shingles. "Who con be 
So fknciless as to feel no gratitude 
That power and grandeur can be so serene. 
Soothing the home- bound navy's peaceful way. 
And rocking ev'n the fisher's Kttle bark 
As gently as a mother rocks her child? 

The inhabitants of other worlds behold 
Our orb more lucid for thy spacious sharo 
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On earth's rotundity ; End ia he not 

A blind worm in the dust, great Deep, the raal 

Who eec3 not, or who seeing has no joy 

In thy magiiiticenca i What though thou art 

Unconscious and material, thou canst reach 

The inmost immaterial mind'i recess, 

And with thy tints and motion stii its chords 

To music, like the light o. 



The Spirit of the Universe in thee 
Is visihlci thou hast in thee the life — 
Th' eternal, graceful, and majestic life 
Of nature, and the natural human heart 
Is therefore bound to thee with holy love. 

Earth has her gorgeous towns : th' earth-circling sea 
Has spires and mansions more amusiye slill — 
Men's volant homes that measure liquid space 
On wheel oc wing. The chariot of the land 
With pained and pantdng steeds and clouds of duat 
Has no s^ht-gladdening motion like these fair 
Careerers with the foam beneath their bows, 
"Whose streaming ensigns charm the waves by day. 
Whose carols and whose watch-bells cheer the nighty 
Moored as they cast the shado'ws of their masla 
In long array, or hither flit and jond 
Mysteriously with slow and crossing lights, 
Like spirits on the darkness of the deep. 

There is a magnet-like attraction in 

These waters to the imaginative power 

That links the viewless with the visible, 

And pictures things unseen. To realms beyond 

Ton highway of tiie world my fancy flies, 

"When by her tidl and triple mast we know 

Some noble voyager that has to woo 

The trade-winds and to stem the ediptio surge. 
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The cDr 1 groT s^ — the st d co of condi ii d penil, 
MTiere ete will cast tcr •uichor and reftect 
Her cabin windoir lights on w m cr n aves 
And under pliineta hn^htci than our o vn 
The mghta of palmy islei thit she ^ill see 
Lit Ixunlless by the tire fly— ill the smells 
Of tropic fruit that iiUl regale her — all 
The jomp uf nature and the inspiiitu^ 
T an t eq of li'e slic has to greet 
Come iwarmmg o < r the meditati e mmd 

Tra to the dreini of Fancy Otcan has 
Ills darker tmts but where s the element 
That deckers not its ut,efilne93 to m n 
■\\ ith casual terror > Scathes not Earth nnictime* 
Her children with Tartarean lire= or shaken 
Their shnekint, cities and ^Mth one last clang 
Of bells fiir their own ruin, stre ts them flat 
As nddled asl es — eileiit as the "rave i 
^'l alks not Contagion on the Air itsell } 
I "houl I — old Ocean a batumaliin days 
And roonng m^hts of revelry and sport 
"With wrocl. and human wo — be loith to smg 
For they ore fe« and all their ills weigh light 
Against his saered usefuhiess that b ds 
Our pcn"ik globn revohe in purer air 
Here Horn ■uid Eve with blushing th-mlcJ receive 
Their &eshciim(, dew; gav flutter ng breezes cool 
Then' w mgs to fan tho bro^i of fevered chme" 
Vnd here t! e Sprmg dip? down her emerald um 
For shoier to ghd the earth 

Old Otein was 
Infinty of ases ere we breathed 
Existence — and he will be bca iliful 
When lU the hvinK worll that «ce^ him now 
Shall roU uneon'ii.ions dist ari nl the <iun 
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tjuclling from ago to age the vital tlirob 

In human hearts, Death shall not aubjugata 

The pulso that swelli in his atupendous breast. 

Or intoctiict his minstrelsy to Bound 

In thundering concert nith the quiring winds ; 

But long as Man to pai-ent Natiire owns 

Instinctive homage, and in limes beyond 

The power of thought fa reach, bard after bftcd 

Shall sing thy glorj', BEiTiFic Sea. 



THE BEAD EAQLB. 



Fali,'s as he ia, this king of birds atil! seems 

Like royalty in ruins. Though his eyes 

Arc shut, that look undazzled on the ami, 

He was the sultan of the sky, and earth 

Paid tribute to his oyry. It was perched 

Higher than himian conqueror ever built 

Uia bannered fort. Where Atlas* top looks o'er 

Zahara's desert to the equator's line. 

From .thence the winged despot marked Ms prey. 

Above th' encampments of the Bedouins, ere 

Their watch-fires were estinct, or camels knelt 

To take their loads, or horsemen scoured the plain, 

And there he dried Ms feathers in the dawn, 

\Vhilst yet th' nnwakened world was dark below. 

Tlicic's liich a charm in naluial strength and poH'cr 
Thiit human fancy has for e\-er paid 
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Pootio homage to the bird of Jove. 

Ilonce, 'nentli hii image, Rome arrayed licr tiimu 

And cohorts for the conquest of the world. 

And figuring his ^ght, the mind is fiOed 

AVith thoughts that mock the pride of winglesa man. 

True, the carred aeronaut can mount aa high ; 

But whaffl the triumph of his volant art ? 

A laah intra^n on the reahns of air. 

His hehnless vehicle, a silken toy, 

A bubblo bursting in the thunder-cloud ; 

His course has no -volition, and he drifts 

The pasaive plaything of the winds. Not such 

"Was this proud bird : he clove the adverse storm. 

And cuffed it with his ■Kings. He stopped his B^ghx 

As easily as the Arab reins his aleed. 

And stood at pleaaure 'neath Heaven's zenith, liie 

A lamp suspended from its azure dome. 

Whilst underneath him. the worid's mountains lay 

Like mole-hills, and her streams like lucid threads [ 

Then downward, faster than a falling star, 

He neaced the earth, until his shape distinct 

AVas blackly shadowed on the sunny ground ; 

Ajid deeper terror hushed the wilderness. 

To hear his nearer whoop. Then, up again 

He soared and wheeled. There was an air of scorn 

In all his movementa, whether he threw round 

His crested head, to look behind him, or 

Xay vertical, and sportively displayed 

The inside whiteness of his wing declined. 

In gyres and undulations full of grace. 

An object beautifying Heaven itselF. 

^e — reckless who was victor, and above 

The hearing of their guns — saw fleets engaged 

In flaming combat. It was nought to him 

IVhat carnBge, Moor or Christian, strewed their decks 

I!ut if his intellect had matched his win^s, 



:>Gooyk' 



Mcthinks he would have acomed man's vaniitea power 
To plough the deep ; his pinions bore him down 
To Algiers the warlilce, or the coral groves 
That blush beneath the green of Bona'a wayesi 
And traversed in an hour a wider space 
Than yonder gallant ship, with all her sails 
■Wooing the winds, can cross from mom till eve. 
His bright eyes were his compass, earth his chart, 
His talons anchored on the stormiest cliff. 
And on the very Ijght-house rock he perched, 
When winds churned white the waves. 



The earthquake's self 
Disturbed not him that memorable day. 
When, o'er yon table-land, where Spain had buill 
Cathedrals, cannoned forts, and palaces, 
A palsy-stroke of Nature shook Oran, 
Turning her city to a sepulchre, 
4nd strewing into rubbish all her homes, 
Amidst whoso traceable foundations now. 
Of streets and squares, the hycena hides himseli 
That hour beheld him fiy as careless o'er 
The stifled shrieks of thousands buried quick, 
As lately when he pounced the speckled snake, 
Coiled in yon mallows and wide nettle fields 
That mantle o'er the dead old Spanish town. 



Strange is the imagination's dread delight 

In objects linked with danger, death, and pain 1 

Fiesh from the luxuries of polished life, 

The echo of these wilds enchanted mo ; 

And my heart beat with joy when Srst I heard 

A lion's roar come down the Lybian wind. 

Across yon long, wide, lonely inland lake, 

"Where boat ne'er sails from homeless shore to shore. 
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To Lore in my heart, I exclaimed, t'other morning, 
Thou hast dwelt here too long, little lodger, take warn- 
ing; 
Thou ahalt tempt me no more from my life's sober duty, 
To go gadding, hewitched 'by the young eyes of beauty, 
Tor weaiys the wooing, ah ! weary, 
When an old man vrill have a young dearie. 

The god left my heart, at ita surly reflecSons, 

But came hack on pretext of some sweet reoollectiona. 
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And iiB mtido me forget what I ought to remember, 

That the r09C-1]iid cif June can not bloom in 

Ahi Tom, 'tis all o'er with thy gay days — 

Write psalms, and not songs for the ladies. 

But time's been so far irom my wisdom enriching, 
I'hat the longer I live, beauty aeems more bewitching ; 
And the only new lore my experience traces, 
la to iind fresh enchantment in magical laues. 
How weary is wiadom, how weary I 
"When one sits by a smiling young dearie I 

And should she bo wroth that my homage pursues her 
I will txxm and retort on my lovely accuser ; 
Who's tn blame, that my heart by your image is hanntcd ( 
It is you, the enchantress — not I, the enchanted. 

Would you have me behave more discreetly. 

Beauty, look not so killingly sweetly. 



LoyED Voyager 1 his pages had a zest 

More sweet than fiction to my wondering breast, 

When, rapt in fancy, many a boyish day 

I tjaeked his wanderings o'er the watery way, 

Roamed round the Aleutian isles in waking dreams. 

Or plucked the Jlear-de-lys by Jesse's streams — 

Or gladly leaped on that far Tartar strand 

Where Europe's anchor ne'er had bit the sand. 
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Where eoarte a roving wild tribe crossed the plain. 

Or human voice broke nature's silent reign ( 

But vast and grassy deserla feed the bear, 

And sweeping deer-herds dread no hunter's snllce. 

Such young delight his real records brought, 

His truth so touched romantic springe of thought, 

That all my after-life — his fate and fame 

Entwined romance with La Perouse's name. — 

Fair were his ships, espert his gallant crews. 

And glorious was the emprise of La Perouse, — 

Humanely glorious I Men will weep fox him. 

When, many a guilty martial fame is dim : 

He ploughed the deep to hind no captive's chain — 

Pursued do rapine — strewed no wreck with slain ; 

And, save that in the deep themselves lie low. 

His heroes plucked no wreath from human wo. 

Twas his the earth's remotest bound to scan. 

Conciliating with gifts barbaric man — 

Enrich the world's contemporaneous mind, 

And amplify the picture of mankind. 

Far on the vast Pacific — 'midst those isles. 

O'er which the earliest mom of Asia smiles. 

He sounded and gave charts to many a shore 

And gulf of Ocean new to nautlc lore ; 

Yet he that led Discovery o'er the wave, 

StiQ fills himself an undiscovered grave. 

He came not back, — Conjecture's cheek grew pale, 

Year aiter year — in no propitious gale 

His hlied banner held its homeward way, 

Anc Science saddened at her martyr's stay. 

An age elapsed — no wreck told where ot when 
The chief went dovra with all his gallant men. 
Or whether by the storm and wild sea flood 
He perished, or by wilder men of blood : 
The shuddering Fancy only guessed his doom. 
And Doubt to Sorrow gave but deeper gloom. 
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An age elapsed — m gray, 

"Whose hearts had mourn him m hful da; 

Fame traced, on S aimi 
The boiling surge mtc mis 

The islesmen fold m im mg m 

Hut Chriatian eyes em agam 

Sad bourne of all all his and- 

To sleep, wrecked hro dl ig trand I 

Yet what is all that fires a hero e scorn 
Of death ? — the hope to live in hearts unborn 
Ijfe to the brave is not its fleeting breath. 
But worth — foretasting fame, that foUows death. 
That worth had La Perouse — that meed he won j 
He Bleeps — his life's long stormy watoh is done 
In the groat deep, whose boimdaclea and space 
He measured, Pate ordamed hia resting-place i 
But bade his fame, like th' Ocean rolling o'er 
His relics — visit every earthly shore- 
Fair Science, on that Ocean's azure robe. 
Still writes his name in picturing the globe, 
And paints — (what fairer wreath could glory 'wine 
His watery course — a worbi-encircling line. 
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THE PILGEIM OF GLENCOB.* 

The sunset sbcds s, horizontal smile 

O'er Highland frith and Hebridean isle, 

Wlile, gay with gambola of its finny shoals, 

The glancing "wave rejoices as it rolls 

"With- streamored busses, that distinctly shine 

All downward, pictured in the glassy briue ; 

"Whose crews, with faces brightening in the sun. 

Keep measure with their osis, and ali in one 

Striie up th' old Gaelic song : — Sweep, rowers, sweep 1 

The fisher's glorious spoils are in the deep. 

Day sinks — but twilight owes the traveller soon. 
To reach Ms bourne, a round unclouded moon. 
Bespeaking long undaikened hours of time ; 
False hope ! — the Scots are steadfast — not their djine. 

A war-worn soldier fiom tbe western land. 

Seeks Conn's vale by Ballihoula's strand; 

The Tsle, by eagle-haunted cliifs o'erhung. 

Where Flngal foi^ht.and Osaian's harp was strung — 

Our Teteran's forehead, bronzed on sultry plains. 

Had stood the brunt of fiurt; fought campaigns ; 
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lain feels of the tradl- 
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He well could vnuch tte sad romance of wms. 

And count the dates of battles by his ecaxs ; 

For he had served where o'er and o'er ^ain 

Britannia'a oriflamme had lit the plain 

Of glory — and victorious stamped her name 

On Oudcnarde's and Blenheim's fields of fame. 

Nine times in battle-field his blood had streamed, 

Yet vivid still Ma veteran blue eye gleamed ; 

Tull well he bore his knapsack -r- nnoppressed. 

And marched with aoldier-Uie erected crest : 

Nor sign of eVu loqnacious age he wore, 

Save when he told his life's adventures o'er; 

Some tired of these ; for t*rms to him were dear. 

Too tactical by far for vulgar carl 

As when ho talked of rampart and ravine, 

And trenches fenced with gabion and fascine — 

But when his theme possessed him all and whole 

He scorned proud puzzling words and warmed the soi 

Hushed groups hung on Ms lips with fond surprise. 

That sketched- old scenes — like pictures lo their eyes; 

The wide ivar-plnin, with banners glowing bright. 

And bayonets to Ihe furthest 9tret<;h of sight ; 

The pause, more dreadful than the peal to come 

From volleys blazing at the beat of drum — 

Tin all the field of thundering lines became 

Two level and confronted sheets of flame. 

Then to the charge, when Marlboro's hot pursuit 

Trode France's gilded lilies underfoot ; 

He came and kindled — and with martial lung 

Would chant the very march thdr trumpets siin^. 



The old soldier hoped, ere evening's light should failt 

To reach a home, south-east of Cona's valo ; 

But looking at Bennevis, capped with snow. 

He saw its mist come curling down below, 

And spread TOhitc darkness o'er the sunset glow ; - 
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Fast rolling liko tempestuous Ocean's spray, 
Or clouds &om troops in battle's fiery day — 
80 dense, his ijunrry 'scaped the ialcon'a sight. 
The owl alone exulted, hating light. 

Benighted thus our pilgrim groped his ground, 
Half "twist the river's and the cataract's sound. 
At last a sheep-dog's bark informed his ear 
Some human habitation might he near ; 
Anon aheep-bleatings rose from rock to rock, — 
"TwBS Luath. hounding to their fold the flock. 
Ere long the cock's obstreperous clarion rang. 
And next, a maid's sweet voice, that spinning sang : 
At last, amidst the graensward, (gladsome sight 1 ) 
A cottage stood, with straw-roof golden bright. 

He knoiied, was welcomed in ; none asked his name 

Nor whither he was bound, nor whence he came ; 

But he was beckoned to the stranger's seat. 

Eight aide the chimney fire of blazing peat. 

Blest Hospitality makes not her home 

In walled parks and castellated dome ! 

She flies ihe city's needy greedy crowd, 

And shuns still more tho mansions of the proud i ;— 

The balm of savage or of simple life, 

A. wild-flower cut by culture's polished knife i 

The house, no common sordid shieling cot. 
Spoke inmates of a comfortable lot ; 
The Jacobite white rose festooned their door ; 
The windows sashed and glazed, the oaken fljjoi, 
The chimney graced with antlers of the deer. 
The rafters hung with meat for winter cheer. 
And all the mansion, indicated plain 
Its master a superior shepherd swain. 

and barley bread. 
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The family were three — a father hoar, 
"Whose age jou'd guess at seventy years or more, 
His BOii looked fifty — cheerful like Iier lord. 
His comely wife presided at the board ; 
All tliree had that peculiar courteous grace 
■Which markB the meanest of the Highland race; 
■Warm hearts that bum alike in weal and wo, 
As if the north-wiiid fanned their hosoms' glow ! 
But wide unlike their souls : old Norman's eye 
Was proudly savage even in courtesy. 
His sinewy shouldera — each, though aged and lean, 
Broad as the curled Herculean head between, — 
His . scornful Up, his eyes of yellow fire. 
And nostrils that dilated quick with ire, 
■With ever downward- slanting shaggy brows. 
Marked the old lion you would dread to rouse. 

Norman, in truth, had led his earlier life 

In raids of red revenge and feudal strife j 

Religious duty in revenge he saw, 

Proud Honor's right and Nature's honest law. 

First in the charge and foremost in pursuit, 

Jjong-breathed, deep-chested, and in speed of foot 

A match for stags — still fleeter when the prey 

■Was man, in perseoutiou'B evil day ; 

Cheered to that chaso by brutal bold Dundee, 

No Highland hound had lapped more blood than he. 

Oft had ho changed the covenanter's breath 

Prom howls of psalmody to howls of death ; 

And though long hound to peace, it irked him BtdU 

His dirk had ne'er one hated fbe to IdH. 



Yet Norman had fierce virtues, that would mock 
Cold-blooded tories of the modem stock. 
Who starve the broadless poor with fraud and cantj - 
(le slew and saved them from the pangs of want 
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Kor was liis solitary lawless charm 

Mere daimtlessncss of soul and Btreiigth of arm ; 

He had his moods of kindness now and then, 

And feoated eren weU-mannered lowland men 

yvho tlew not up his Jacobitish flame, 

Nor preiacod with "pretender" Charles's name. 

Fierce, but by sense and kindness not unwon, 

He loved, respected even, his wiser son ; 

And brooked from him eicpostulations s^e. 

When all advisers else were Hpumed with rage. 

Par happier times had moulded Ronald's mind, 

By nature too of more sagacious kind. 

His breadth of brow, and Roman shape of chin, 

Sc[uared well with the firm man that reigned withm. 

Contemning strife as childishness, he stood 

With neighbors on kind terms of neighborhood. 

And whilst his father's anger nought availed, 

Hij rational remonstrance never failed. 

Pull BkiKullj he managed farm and fold. 

Wrote, ciphered, profitably bou^t and sold ; 

And, blessed with pastoral leisure, deeply took 

Dehght to be informed, by speech or book. 

Of that wide world beyond his mountain home. 

Where oft hia curious iancy loved to roam. 

Oft while his iajthful dog ran round his flock. 

Ho read long hours when summer warmed the rock : 

Guests who could teU him aught were welcomed wann, 

Even pcdiers' news had U> his mind a charm i 

That like an intellectual magnet-stone 

Drew truth from judgments simpler than his own. 

His soul's proud instinct sought not to enjoy 
Romantic fictions, like a minstrel boy ; 
Truth, standing on her solid square, fn ra youth 
He worshipped — stem uncompromiging truth. 
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His goddess kindlier smiled on hiro, to find 
A votary of her light in land ao bliad i 
She bade majeslio History i-nroll 
Broad Tien-s of public iveliare to his soul, 
Until he lookc3 on olaoiiish feuds and foes 
With soom, as on the. wars of kites and crows ! 
Whilst doubts assailed him, o'er and o'er again. 
If men were made for kings, or kings for inenj 
At last, to Norman's horror and dismay. 
Ho flat denied tlie Stuarts' right fo sway. 

No blow-pipe eTCr whitened furnace fire 

Quick as these words lit up his other's ire; 

Who envied even old Abraham for hia faith. 

Ordained to put Ms only son to death. 

He started up — in such a mood of soul 

The white-bear bites his showman's stirring pole ; 

He danced too, and brought out, with snarl and howl, 

" O Dia ! Dia ! and Dioul ! Dioul ! " • 

But sense foils fury — as the blowing whale 

SpoulB, bleeds, and dyea the waves without avail — 

Wears out the cable's length that makes him fast, 

Bat, worn himseli^ comes up harpooned at last — 

Er'n so, devoid of sense, succumbs at length 

Mere strength of zeal to intellectual strength. 

His Bon's close logic so peiplexed his pate. 

The old hero rather shunned than sought debate; 

Exhausting bis vooabulaiy's store 

Of oalhs and nick-names, he coidd say no mora. 

But tapped hia mu]l,t rolled mutely in his chair, 

Or only whistled Killicranky's air. 

Witch legends Ronald scorned — ghost, kelpie, wrrith. 
And all the trumpery of mlgar faith ; 
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Grave matrons tv'n were shocked to hear Tiirrt slight 

Authcntiuaf cd facts of Eecond-sight — 

Yet never flinelied his mockery to confound 

The brutal superstition reigning round. 

Eescrved himself, still Honald luyed to scan 

Men's □atores — and he liked the old hearty man ■ 

So did the partner of his heart and life — 

TFAo pleased her Honald, ne'er displeased lus wife. 

His sense, 'tis true, compared with Norman's son, 

"Was common-place — hia tales too long outspun- 

Yet Allan Camphell's sympathizing mind 

Had held large intercourse with human kind ; 

Sijen much, and gayly, graphically drew 

The men of every country, clime, and hue ; 

Nor ever stooped, though eoldier-lite his strain. 

To ribidilry of mirth or oath profane. 

All ■went harmonious till the guest began 

To talk about his kindred, chief; and dan ; 

And, with his own biography engrossed. 

Marked not the changed demeanor of each host; 

Nor how old choleric Norman's eheek became 

Plashed at the Campbell and Brcadalbane namie; 

Assigning, heedless of impending hatra. 

Their steadfast talence ta his story's charm j 

He touched a subieet perilous to touch — 

Saying, "'Midst this well-known vale I wondered mnoh 

To lose my way. In boyhood, long ago, 

1 roamed, and loved each pathway of Olencoe; 

Trapped leverets, plucked wild berries on its braes. 

And fished along its banks long summer days. 

But times grew stormy — bitter feuds arose. 

Our clan was merciless to prostrate foefi. 

I never palliated my chieftain's blame, 

But mourned the sin. and reddened for the shame 

Of that fi.ul morn (Heaven blot it from the year ! ) 

"Whose shapes and shrieks still haunt my dreaming eat 
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Wlat could I do? tt serf — Glcnlyom'a pngc, 

A soldier sworn at nineteen years of age ; 

T ' have breathed one grieved remonstrance to our ctit 

The pit or gallows * "would have cured my grief. 

Farced, passive as the musket in my haJid, 

I marched — when, feigning royalty's command. 

Against the clan Maodonald, Stairs's lord 

Sent forth exterminating Are and swoid ; 

And teoops at midnight through the vale defiled. 

Enjoined to slaughter woman, man, and child. 

My clansmen many a year had cause to dread 

The curse that day entailed upon their head ; 

GlenljM\'s self confessed th' avenging spell —~ 

I saw it light on him. 

"It so befell; — 
A soldier from our ranks to death was brought. 
By eentence deemed too dreadful for his fault ; 
All was prepared— the cotHn and the cart 
Stood near twelve muskets, levelled at Ms heart. 
The chief, whose breast for mlh had stiU some room. 
Obtained reprieve ft day before his doom ; — 
But of th' awarded boon surmised no brcatb. 
The sufferer knelt, blindfolded, waiting death, — 
And met it. Though Glenlyon had desired 
The musketeers to watch before they fired ; 
If trora his pocket they should see he drew 
A handkerchief — their volley should ensue; 
But if he held a, paper in its place. 
It should be hailed the sign of pardoning grace : 
He, in a fatal moment's absent fit, 
Drew forth the handkerchief, and not the writ ; 
Wept o'er the corpse and wrung his hands in wo. 
Crying 'Here's Ihy curse again, Gleneoe ! Glencoe ! " 
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Though thus his guest spoke feelings just and clear. 

The cabin's patriarch lent impatient ear ; 

Wroth that, beneath Ms roof, a living man 

Should boast the swine-blood of the Campbell dan; 

He hastened to the door — cidlccl out his son 

To follow ; walked a space, and thus begun ; — 

" You have not, llonald, at this day to learn 

The oath I took beside my father's cahn. 

When you were but a babe, a twelvemonth bom ; - 

Swoni on my dirk — by all thaf s sacked, sworn 

To be revenged for blond that cries to Heavai 

Blood unforgiveable, and unforgivon ! 

But never power, sines then, have I possessed 

To plant my da^cr in a Campbdl's breast. 

lS"ow, here's a self-accusing partisan, 

Steeped in the slaughter of Macdonald'a clan! 

1 scorn his civil BppiMih and swect-hpped show 

Of pity — be is still our house's foe : 

I'll perjure not myself — but sacrifice 

The caitiif ere to-morcow's sun arise I 

Stand ! hear me — you're my son, the deed is just ; 

And if I Bay — it must be done — it mnst ; 

A debt of honor which my clansmen crave, — 

Their verj' dead demand it irom the grave." 

Conjuring then their ghosts, he humbly prayed 

Their patience till the blood-debt shouLi be paid. 

But Eonald stopped him. — " Sir, Sir, do not fH" 

Tout honor by a moment's angry whim i 

Tour soul's too just and generous, were you cool, 

To act at onco th' assassin and the fooL 

Bring me the men on whom revenge is due, 

And I wHl dirk them willingly as you ! 

But aU the real authors of that black 

Old deed are gone— yon can not bring them baokl 

And thi? poor guest, 'tis palpable to judge. 

In all his life ne'er bore our elan a grudge; — 

Dragged, when a boy, agaii^st his will, to share 
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That maasacre, he loathed the foul affair. 
Think, if your hardened heart be eonecience-ptoofi 
To slatj a stranger underneath your roof — 
One who liaa broken bread within your gate — 
Reflect — before reflccljon comes too late, — 
Such ugly consequences there may be 
As judge and jury, rope and gallows-tree. 
The days of dirking Hnugly are gone by : 
"Where could you hide the body ptj-vily, 
When search, is made for'tj" 

"Plunge it in yon flood. 
That Campbells crimsoned with pur kindred blood." 
"Ay, but the corpse may float — " 

'■Pshaw ! dead men tell 
No tales — nor will it float if leaded well. 
I am determined ! " — What could Ronald do ? 
No house within ear-reach of his halloo ; 
Though that would but have published household shame 
He temporized with wrath he could not tamo, — 
And sdd, " Come in ; till night put off the deed, 
.And ask a few more questions ere he bleed." 
They entered ; Norman with jjortontous sir 
Strode to a nook behind the stranger's ciiair. 
And, speaking nought, sat grimly in the shsde. 
With da^ec in his clutch, beneath his plaid. 

II plaid, should Norman pounce his prey. 



3 coiled thick round his a 






Or blunt the dirk. He purposed leaving &ee 
The door, and giving Allan time to flee. 
Whilst he should wrestle -vnih (no safe emprise) 
His lather's maniac strength and giant size. 
Meanwhile he could nowise communicate 
Th' impending peril to his aairious mate ; 
But she, convinced no trifling matter now 
Disturbed the wonted calm of Ronald's brow. 
Divined too well the cause of gloom that lowered, 
And sat with speechless terror overpowered. 
25 
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a-JO Campbell's poems. 

Her face was pdc, bo lately Withe and blnnd. 
The stocking knitting, wire shooV. in her hand. 
But Eonald mid the guest resumed theii thread 
Of converse — stiU its thwne that day of dread. 

"Much," said the Tefeian, "much as I bemoan 

That deed, when half a hundred years have flown, 

StQl on one circumstance 1 can reflect 

That mitigates the dreadful retrospect. 

A mother with her child hefore us fiew, — 

I had the hidnous mandate to pursue ; 

But swift of foot, ontspeeding bloodier men, 

I chased, o'ertook her iu the winding glen. 

And showed her, palpitating, where to save 

Herself and infant in a aoorGt cave ; 

Nor left them till I saw that they could mock' 

Pursuit and search within that sheltering rock." 

"Heavens!" Ronald cried, in aeceuta gladly wild, 

"That woman was my mother.— I the chUd i 

Of you, unknown hy name, she late aiid air,» 

Spoke, wept, and ever blessed jou in her prayer, 

Ev'n to her death ; describing you withal 

A well'looked florid youth, blue-eyed and tall." 

They rose, exchanged embrace ; the old lion then 

Tlpatarted, metamorphosed, fron\ liis den ; 

Saying, " Come and make thy home ivith us for liija 

Heaven-sent preserver of my child and wife, 

I fear thou'rt poor — that Hanoverian thing 

Eewards hia soldiers ill." — " God savo the king 1 " 

With hand upon his heart, old Allan said, 

" I wear his uniform, I cat his bread. 

And whilst I've tooth to bite a cartridge, all 

Tor him and Britain's fame I'll stand or falL" 

" Bravo ! " cried Ronald, " I commend your leal," 

Quoth Norman, " and I see your heart is leal; 
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He cmmed tli' old man's memoriiil — lopped its lei 
And gave it stylo, aimplicity, and atrengtt; 
Twos finished in an lioiic — and in the next 
Transcribed by Allan in perapiououa test. 
At evening, io and Ronald sliared once more 
A long and pleasant walk by Cona's shore. 
"I'd press you," qnoth his host — ("I need not a 
How warmly) ever more with us to stay ; 
But Charles intends, 'tis said, in tliese same porta 
To try the fcaltj- of our High! md hearts, 
'Tis my belief that he and all his line 
Have ^ saving to be hanged — no right divine ; 
From, whose mad enterprise can only Bow 
To thousands slaughter, and to myriads wo. 
Yet have they stirred my father's spirit sore, — 
He ftinls his pistols, whets his old claymore. 
And longs as aidently to join the fray 
As boy to dance who hears the bagpipe play. 
Though calm one day, the nest, disdaining rule, 
He'd gore your red coat lilie an angry bull ; 
I told him, and he owned it might be so. 
Your tempers never Could in concert flow. 
But 'Mark,' he added, "Ronald ! from our ioat 
Let not this guest depart forlorn and poor ; 
Let not your souls the niggardneas evince 
Of lowland pedler, or of German prince ; 
He gave you life — then feed him as you'd feed 
Your very fothor were he east in need.' 
He gave — you'll find it by your bed to-night - 
A leathern purse of crowns, all sterling bright : 
You see I do you kindness not by stealth. 
Jly wife — no advocate of squandering wealth — 
Vows that it would be parricide, or worse, 
Should we neglect you — here's a silken purs^ 
Rome golden pieces throngh the network shine, - 
'Tis proffered to you from her heart and mine 
But come! no foolish deliciicy — no! 
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We own, but can not caned what we owe; — 
This sum shall duly teach you once a year." 
Poor Allan's furrowed face, and flowing tear, 
Confessed sensations which he could not speak. 
Old Norman bade him farewell kindly meek. 



He feared not h-uigry grass* with such a load, 
And Ronald saw him miles upon his road. 

A march of three days brought him to Loohfynel 

Argyle, struck with his manly look benign, 

And feeling interest in the veteran's lot. 

Created him a sergeant on the spot — 

An invalid, to serye not — but widi pay 

(A mighty sum to hun,) tw 1 p a d y 

" But have y u h I t d M alhn M re, 

" Charles Stua t Imd d E k h 

And Jacobite nrm g ? — \Vh t md ed 

Arrived ! th I m n m an m abd 

My new-got halb t I m t t ai ht mi 1 

In buttle." — A J u pi ase Id g llant b 

Your gray h'urs w 11 m ht pi t ua tia true. 

But now's tl tun n nt h m j u 

la brief, at I AUan t y d 

And joined th b n f An^l bng d 

. MeanwhEo, tl 1 1 h 1 n h ph d 1 Gl e 
Spumed all dvi c, -md rt himself to g 
■\Vhat WBs't t him thtl wuldp dthirfld. 
Their lease, tlir ybelb ththn sold ? 
And firmly to his text h w uld h k pt 
Though Eonald artnied and his d ht w pt 
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2&4 CAMFBEI*!, S POEMS. 

But 'midsl the iropntenee of tcara and praTCT, 
Chance snatched them, from proscription aiid deapiui, 
Old NoTTDan'H blood was headwnrd wont to moimt 
Too rapid from his heart's impetuous fount; 
And one day, whilst the Gorman rats he cursed. 
An artery in his wise scnsorium burst. 
Tlie lancet saved him : but how changed, alas 1 
From him who fought at KilliecranXie'a pass ! 
Tanie a9 a spaniel, timid as a child, 
He muttered ncohcrent words and smiled ; 
He wept at kindness, rolled a vacant eye, 
And laughed ftiU often when he meant to cry. 
Poor man ! whilst in this lamentable slate. 
Came Allan back one morning to his gate, 
Halo and unburdened by the woes of eUd, 
And fresh witk credit from CuUoden's field. 
'Twas feared, at Erat, the sight of him might touch 
The old Macdonald'a morbid mind too much ; 
But no ! though Norman knew him and disclosed, 
Ev'n riiUying memory, he was sttU composed ; 
Asked all particulars of the fatal ftght. 
And only heaved a sigh for Charles's Bight ; 
Then said, with but one moment's pride of air. 
It might not have been so had I been there ! 
Few days elapsed till be reposed beneath 
His gray caim, on the wild and lonely heath : 
Son, friends, and kindred, of his dust took leave. 
And Allan with the crape bound round his sleeve. 

Old Allan now hung up his sergeant's sword. 
And Bat, a guest for life, at Ronald's board. 
He waked no longer at the barrack's drum. 
Yet still you'd see, when peep of day was come, 
Th' erect tall red-coat, walking pastures round. 
Or delving with his spado the garden ground. 
Of cheerful temper, habits strict and sage. 
He reached, enjoyed a patriarchal age-- 
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Loved to (he last by the Miicdonalds. Near 




Their houae, his stone was placed with many a tea« i \ \ 


And Eonald'a self, in stoie Tirtue brKvc. 




Scorned not to weep at AHan CampbeU's graxe. 




IHE CHILD AND HIND.« 




Come, maids and matrons, to caress 




Wiesbaden's gentle hind ; 




And, smiling, deck its glossy neck 




■With forest flowers entwined. 




Your forest flowers are fair to show. 




And landscapes to enjoy ; 




But fairer is your friendly doc 




That watched the sleeping boy. 
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Twaa after chutcli — on Ascension day- 
When o^ana ceased to eouiid, 

■Wiesbaden's people crowded gaj 
The deet-paik's pleasant ground. 

There, where Elysian meadowa smile, 

And noble trees upahoot, 
The wild thyme and the chamomile 

Smell Bweetly at their root ; 

Hie aspen quivers neryously, 
The oak stands stilly boM — 

And climbing bindweed hangs on high 
Eia bells of beaten gold.* 

Nor stops the eye till mountains shine 

That bonnd a spacious view, 
Beyond the lordly, lovely Rhine, 

In visionary blue. 

There, monuments of ages dark 

Awaken thoughts sublime ; 
Till, swifter than the steaming bark, 

"We mount the stream of time. 

The ivy there old castles shades 

That speak traditions high 
Of minstrels, louinnments, crusades. 

And mail-clad chivalry. 

Here came a twelve years' manied pair — 

And with them wandered free 
Seven sons and daughters, blooming feir. 
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Their Wilhclm, little innocent, 

The youngest of the Bcven, 
Was bcaiitiful as pointers paint 

The eherubim of Heaven. 

By turns he gave hia hand, ao dear, 

To psrent, sister, brother ; 
And each, that he was safe and near. 

Confided in the other. 

But TVllhelm hived the field-flowers bright, 
With lore beyond all measure; 

And eulled them with as keen dehght 
As misers gather treasure. 

Unnoticed, he eontrived to glide 

Adown a greenwood alley, 
By lilies lured, that grew beside 

A streamlet in the valley ; 

And there, where under beech and birch 

The rivulet meandered, 
He strayed, till neither shout nor search 

Could track where he had wandered. 

SlJll louder, \nth increasing dread. 
They called hia darling name ; 

But 'twaa like speaking to the dead — 
An echo only came. 

Hours passed till evening's beetle roams, 

And blackbird's songs begin ; 
Then all went book to happy homes. 

Save "Wilhehn's kith and kin. 

The night ciune on — all others slept 
Their ciires away till mom ; 
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ilut a1eepl»s3, all night watched and wept 
That family forlorn. 

Betimes the town crier had been, sent 

■With loud bell, up and doivn ; 
And told th' aiBieting aotident 

Throughout "Wiesbaden's town : 

The &ittier, too, ere morning smiled. 

Had all his wealth uneoffcred ; 
And to the wight would bring his child 

A thousand crowna had offered. 

Dear Mends, who would have blushed to take 

That guerdon from his hand, 
Soon joined in groups — for pity's sake, 

The child-osploring band. 

The news reached Nassau's Duke ; ere earth 

Was gladdened by the lark, 
He sent a hundred soldiers forth 

To ransack all his park. 

Their Bide-arms glittered through ^^ wMd, 

With bugle-horns to sound ; — 
Would that o:: errand half so good 

The soldier oft were found 1 

But though they roused up beast and bird 

From many a nest and den. 
No signal of success was heard 

From all the hundred men. 

A second morning's light cxpanila, 

Unfound the infant fair ; 
And Wilhelm's household wring their hands. 

Abandoned to despair. 
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But, haply, a poor arliaan 

Seiirched cea3eli>99ly, till he 
Found safe aaleep the little one. 

Beneath a beechen tree. 

His hand still grasped a bunch of flowers ; 

And (tme, though wondrous) near. 
To sentry his reposing hours. 

There stood a female deer — 

Who dipped her horns at all that passed • 

The spot where Wilhelm lay ; 
Till force was had to hold her fast, 

And bear the boy away. 

Hail! sacred love of Childhood — hail!' 

How sweet it is to trace 
Thine instinct in Creation's scale, 

Ev'n 'nealh. the human race. 

To this poor wanderer of the wild 
Speech, reason were unknown — 
And yet she watched a sleeping child 



And thou, Wiesbaden's artisan. 

Restorer of the boy. 
Was ever ivelcomed mortal man 

With such a burst of joy ? 

The father's testacy — the mother's 

Hysteric bosom's swell ; 
The sisters' Bobs — the shout of broUiets, 

I have not power to tell. 
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The working man. with shouldera broad. 

Took blithely to hia wife 
The thousand erowns ; a pleasant load. 

That made him rioh foe life. 

And Nassau's Didte the favorite took 

Into his deec-park's centre, 
To share a field with other pets, 

"Where deer- slayer can not enter. 

There, whilst thou cropp'st thy flowery food. 

Each hand shall pat thee kind; 
And man shall never spill thy blood — 

"Wiesbaden's gentle hin d. 



NAPOI^ON AND THE BRniSH SAILOH." 

I LOVE contemplating — apart 

Prom all hia homicidal glory, 
The traits that soften to our heart 

Napoloon'a glory ! 

'Twas when hia banners at Boulogne 
Armed in our island every &ceman. 

His navy chanced to capture one 
Poor British seaman. 



Enjliahmau, 
remembered 1 
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They suffered him — I know not how, 
TJnprisoned on the shore to roam ; 

And aye was bent his longing brow 
On £ngldnil's home. 

His eye, methinka, pursued the flight 
Of birds to Britain half-way over ; 

%Vith envy theij could rcoth the wbite 
Dear clitFs of Dover. 

A fltormy midiught watch, he thought, 
Than this sojourn would have been dearer. 

If but the storm his vessel brought 
To England nearer. 

At last, when care had banished sleep, 
Ho saw, one morning — dreaming, doting — 

An empty hogshead fiom the deep 
Come shoreward floating ; 

He hid it in a tave. and wrought 
The live-long ilay laborious ; lurking 

Until he launched a tiny boat 
By mighty working. 

Heaven help us I 'twas a thing beyond. 
Description wretched ; such a wherry 

Perhaps ne'er ventured on a pond. 
Or crossed a ferry. 

Tor ploughing in the Bait-sea field, 
It would have made the boldest shudder; 

Untarred, nncompassed, and unkeeled, 
No Bail — no rudder. 

From neighboring woods he interlaced 
His sorry skiff with wattled willows ; 
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AnJ thus Cixiijed he would tave passed 
ITie foimrng lilbwa 

But Frenotmen ciught 1 im o i the beacli, 
H s little Aigu' 'jirulj jcermg ; 

Till tid gs of hrni hai e 1 to reach 
■Nopoleons hearuig 

With foUcd arnia Napoleon stood, 
Serene alike m peace a 1 1 dnnger ; 

And m hia wonted attituie 
Addrissed the atrnngcr — 

Risli man that wonldst jon channel pua 
On twigS and ataiea ta rudclv faahioned, 
Thj heart \ ith some aw ect Be tish lass 
Must be 1 ni iss n od 

I have no an cetheart, said the lad ; 
But — ab ent Ion" from o e another — 
Gcdt was the longing that I hid 
To see my mother 

' And BO tho 1 halt. Napoleon said, 
■i L \ c both m^ favor fairly won j 
A nol le mother must hue bred 

He gaTC thi, tir a piece of gol 1, 
And n th a flag of tni e commanded 

He should bo shipped to England Old, 
And aifeU hndwl 

Our sailor oit cauld scantU shlll 
To Imd a dinier plam and leartyj 

But rtme changed the com and gift 
Of Bonap-Li-te 
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THE JILTZD HTMPH. 



To the Scotch Tune of " Wooed and Married and a'." 

Tu jilted, forsaken, outwitted ; 

Yet think not I'll whimper or brawl — 
The lass is alone to he pitied 

Wlio ne'er has been courted at all ; 
Nevw by great or small, 
Wooed or jilted at all ; 

Oh, how luihftppy's the lass 
Who has never been courted at all 1 

My brother called out the dear Mthlees — 

In fits I was ready lo fall. 
Till I found a policeman who, scathelcaa, 

Swore them both to the peace at Guildhall j 
Seized them, aeconda and all — 
Pistols, powder and ball ; 

I wished him lo <3ie my devoted, 
But not in a duel to sprawL 

What though at my heart he haa tilted, 

IVhat though I have met with a MI } 
Better be courted and jilted 

Than never be courted at all. 
Wooed Hud jilted and all, 
Still I will danoo at the ball ; 

And walta nnd quadrille 

With light lieart and heel. 
With proper young men, and tall. 
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But lately IVe met with a euitor, 
Whose heart I have gotten in thrall, 

And I hope soon to tell you, in future, 
That I'm wooed, and married, and all ; 

Wooed, and married, and all, — 

What greater bliss can befall i ' 
And you all shall partake of my bridal cake, 

When I'm wooed, and married, and all. 



BENLOMOND. 

HiDST thou a gtijiius on thy peak. 
What tales, white-headed Den, 

Couldst thou of ancient ages speak. 
That mock th' historian's pen I 

Thy long duration m^kes our lives 

Seem but eo many honra ; 
And likens to the bees' irail hives 

Our most stupendous towers. 

Temples and towers tiiou'st seen begin 
New creeds, new conquerors' away ; 

And, like their shadows in the sun. 
Hast seen tbcm swept away. 

Thy steadfast summit^ heaven- allied, 

(Unlike life's httlc span,) 
Looks do«Ti, a Mentor, on the prida 

Of perishable man. 
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THE PAEROT. 



D in Ihe Isliuid of Mull, from Ihe famiiy lo whom Iho 

The deep affections of the breast, 

That Heaven to liTOig things imparts, 

Are not escluaively posseesed 
By human heaits. 

A parrot, from the Spanish Main, 

Full young, and early caged, came o'er 

Witli bright wings, to the bleak domiun 
Of MuUa's shore. 

To spicy groves -where he had won 
His plumage of resplendent hue. 

His native fruits, and skies, and son, 
He bade adieu. 

For these he changed the smoke of tnrC 
A heathery land and misty sky. 

And turned on rocks and raging surf 
His golden e-e. 

But, petted, in our climate cold 
He lived and chattered many a day; 

Until with age, from green and gold 
His wings grew gray. 
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At last^ wlieii blind and seeming dumb, 
He scolded, langhed, and spoke no more, 

A Spanish, etranger chanced to come 
To Mulla'8 shore ; 

He hailed the tird in Spanish, speech. 
The bird in Spanish spcpch replied. 

Flapped round his cage with joyoiifl screech, 
Droaned down, and ^ed. 



ON GETTINa HOME THE PORTRArr OP A 
FEMALE CHILD, SIX YEARS OLD, 



TrPE of the Cherubim above. 
Come, live with me, and be my love! 
Smile from my wall, dear roguish sprite, 
IJ)' sunshine and by candle-light ; 
For both look sweetly on thy traila ; 
Or, were the Lady-Moon fo gaze, 
She'd wdeome thee ivith lustre Hand, 
Like some young fay from Fairy-Land. 
Cast in simplicity's own mould. 
How canst thou be so manifold 
In Bportively distracling charms ! 
Thy lips — thine eves — thy Uttle arm* 
That wrap thy shoulders and thy head 
In homeliest shawl of netted thread. 
Brown woollen net-work ; yet it seeks 
Aoeordanoe with thy lovely checks. 



:,L.ooyk' 



And more becomes thy bcanty'a bloom 
Than any shawl from Cashmere's loom. 

Thou hast not, to adorn thee, girl. 

Flower, link of gold, or gem, or pearl — 

I would not let a ruby speck 

The peeping whiteness of thjr neck. 

Thou iieed'st no casket, witching cl^ 

No gawd — thy toilet is thyself; 

Not ev'n a rose-bud from the bower ~ 

Thyself a magnet — gem, and flower. 

My aroh and playful little creature. 

Thou hast a mind in. every feature ; 

Thy brow, with its disparted locks, 

Speaks lai^iuage that translation. mookB : 

Thy lucid eyes bo beam with soul. 

They on tho canvas seem to roU, 

Instructing both my head and heart 

To idolize the painter's ait. 

He marshals minds ta Beauty's feast. 

He is Humanitj^'a high priest. 

Who proves, by heavenly forms on earth, 

How much this world of ours is worth. 

Inspire me, child, with visions fair 1 

For children, in Creation, are 

The only things that could be given 

Back, — and idive, unchanged, — to Heaven 
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Steer, liGlinsman, till you steer our 
By stars beyond the line ; 

We go to found a realin, one day, 
Like England's self to shine. 



Cheer up I cheer up ! our course ■we'll keep, 
With (launUesa heart and hand ; 

And when we've ploughed the stonny deep, 
We'U plough a smiling land — 

A land, where beauties importune 

The Briton to its bowers, 
To BOW but plenteous seeds, and prune 

Luxuriant fruits and flowers, 

Ckona. — Cheer up ! cheer up ! &o. 

There, tracts uncheered by human words, 

Seclusion's wildest holds, 
Shall hear the lowing of our herds. 

And tinkling of oui folds. 

Chorus. — Cheer up ! cheer up I fte 

Like rubies set in gold, shall blush 

Our Tineyards girt with com ; 
And wine, and oil, and gladness gush 

From Amalthea'a horn. 

Chonit. — Cheer up 1 cheet up '. &a. 
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We'll girdle earth with British arts, 
Ijike Ariel's mngic chRins. 



Cheer up ! cheer up ! our oourae we'll keep, 
"With dauntless heart and hand ; 

And when we've ploughed the stormy deep, 
Wb*!! plough a smiling laud. 



MOONLIGHT. 

The kiss that would make a maid's check Hush 

Wroth, as if kiasing wore a sin 

Amidst the Argus eyes and din 

And tell-tale glare of noon. 

Brings but a murraur and a Mush. 

Beneath the modest moon. 

Ye days, gone — nerer to come hack, 

"When love returned enljanced me so, 

That stiU ila pictures move and glow 

In the daik chamber of my heart ; 

Leave not my memory's future tract — 

I will not let you part. 

'Twas moonlight, when my cailiest lore 
Pirst on niy bosom dropped her head^ 
A moment then concentrated 
The bliss of years, as if the spheres 
Tlicir course liad taster driven. 
And carried Enoch-like above, 
A iiTing man to Heaven. 
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Tia by the roEing moon wc meaaure, 
The date between our nuptial iiiglit 
And that blest hour which brings to light 
The fruit of tlisa — Uie pledge of feith i 
When we impresa upon th" treaauro 
A father's earliest kiss. 

The Moon's the Earth's enamoi'ed bride ; 
True to him in her very changes, 
To otJier stars she never ranges ; 
Though, crossed hj- hinij sometimes she di 
Her Kght, in short offended pride, 
And faints to an eclipse. 

ilie fairies revel by her sheen ; 
'Tis only when the Moon's above 
The fire-fly kindles into love. 
And flashes light to show it : 
The nightingale salutes her Queen 
Of Heaven, her heavenly poet. 

Then ye that love — by moonlight gloom 

Meet at my grave, and plight regard. 

Oh ! could I be the Orphean bard 

Of whom it is reported, 

That nightingales sung o'er his tomb, 

"Whilst lovers came and courted. 
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1 1837. 

The time I saw thee, Cora, last, 
'Twas with congenial fricnda ; 
And CBlmer houra of pleaBure past — 
My memory seldom seiida. 

Aa ever shone on Clyde, 

And Lanark's orchards all the way, 

Put forth their golden pride ; 

Ev'n hedges, bnsk'd in bravery. 
Looked rich that sunny mom; 
The scarlet hip and blackberry 
So pranked Seplemher'a thorn. 

In Cora's glen the calm how deep 1 
The trees on loftiest hill 
Idko statues stood, or things aeleep, 
AU motionless and still. 

The torrent spoke, aa if his noise 
Bade earth be quiet round. 
And give his loud and lonely voice 
A more commanding sound. 

His foam, beneath the yellow light 
Of noon, came down like one 
Continuous sheet of jaspers bright. 
Broad rolling by the aun. 
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Dear I.iim 1 let loftier fdliiig floods 
Have prouder names tlian thine; 
And king of all, enthroned in wooda, 
Let Niagara sliine. 

Bnrbiixian, let him aliake his eoasts 
With reeking thunders far, 
Extended like the array of hoati 
In hroad, embattled war 1 

His voice appaUs the wilderness : 
Approaching thine, wo feel 
A solemn, deep melodiousness. 
That needs no louder peal. 

More fury would hut disenchant 
Thy dream- inspiring din ; 
Be thou the Scottish Muse'a haunt, 
Bomantic Cora Linn. 



LINES SUGGESTED BY I'HE STATUE OF 
ARNOLD VON WINKELIILED,* 



iNSPinma and romantic Switzera' lEind, 
Though marked ivith majesty by Nature's hand, 
■What charm ennobles moat thy landscape's facef- 
Tha heroic memory of thy native race 
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CAWPBEI,i.'3 POEMS 313 

Who forced tyrannic hosts to Meed or flee ; 
And made their rooks the ramparts of the free 
Their fastnesses rolled back the inTading tide 
Of conquest, and their monntains taught them, pride : 
Hence they liave patriot names — in fancy's eye, 
Bright as their glaciers glittering in the sky ; 
Patriots who made the pageantries of kings 
Like ehadows seem and unsubstantial things. 
Their guillleaa glory mocka oMvioii's rvist. 
Imperishable, for their cause was just. 

Heroes of old ! to whom the Nine ha^e strung 
Their lyres, and spirit-stirring anthems sung; 
Heroes of chivalry ! whose baimers grace 
The aisles of many a consecrated place. 
Confess how few of you can match in fame 
The martyr 'Wijik.elried's immortEtl name ! • 

• The advocales of classical learning tell ui that, »itlioitt clauic 



peoflant or man of Buperioi binb, a a point not quito settled in hUtory, 
though I am inclined 10 suapeet that he was Bimply a peeaanl. But thi« 

by galheiitig si many of their speare as ho could grasp together, ha 
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SONG OF Oim. QUEEN. 



VicTORii'B flceptre o'er tho deep 

Has touclied, and brokea elaveiy's ohain ; 
Yet, strange magician ! she enslaves 

Out hearts withiii her own domain. 

Her Bpitit is devout, and Ijuma 
"With thoughts averse to bigotry; 

Yet she, herself the idol, turns 
Our thoughts into idolatry. 



LINES ON MY NEW CHILD-SWEETHEABT. 

I Hou) it a religious duty 
To love and worship children's beaaty ; 
They've least the taint of earthly clod, 
They're freshest from the hand of God ; 
With heavenly looks they make us sure 
The heaven that made them must be pure; 
We love them not in earthly fashion. 
But with a lieati£o passion. 
I chanced to, yesterday, behold 
A maiden child of beauty's mould; 
'Twas near, more sacred was the scene. 
The p»laoe of our patriot Queen. 
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The Kttle charmer, to my view 
Was sculpture brought to life anew ; 
Her eyes had a poetic glow, 
Hca: pontjng tnoutli was Cupid's bow; 
And through her frock I could descry 
Her neck and shoulders' aymmelry. 
'Twas obvious from her walk and gut 
Her limbs were beautifully stra^ht; 
I stopped the enchantress, and was told. 
Though tall, she was but four years old. 
Ilcr guide so grave an aspect wois 
I could not ask a question mors j 
But foUowed her. The little one 
Threw backward ever and anOQ 
Her lovely neck, as if lo say, 
"I know you love me, Mister Grey;" 
For by its instdnot childhood's eye 
la shrewd in physiognomy ; 
They well distinguish fawning art 
From sterling fondness of the heart. 

And so she flirted, like a true, 

Good woman, till we bade adieu. 

Twas then I witli regret grew wild. 

Oh, beauteous, interesting cliild ! 

Why asked I not thy home and name i 

My courage failed me — ■ more's the shame. 

But where abides this jewel rare J 

Oh, ye that own her, tell me whore ! 

For sad it makes my heart and soro 

To tliink I ne'er may meet her more. 
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Ubited States, your banner wears 
Two emblems — one of toiej 

Alas, the other that it bearl 
B^ninds us of jomx shame. 

Your standard's constellation types 
White freedom >y its Htars ; 

But what's the meaning of the stripes f 
They mean your negroes' scars. 



THE LAUNCH OF A FIEST-EATE. 



EKaT.i!n) hailB thee with emotion. 

Mightiest child of naval art. 
Heaven resounds thy welcome I Ocean 

Takes tbee smiling to hia heart. 

Uinnt oaks of bold expansion 
O'er seven hundred acres fell, 

AH to build thy nohle mansion. 

^Yhcre our hearts of oak shall dweL. 

"Midst those trees the vnld deer bounded, 
Ajies long ere we wore bom. 
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And our yrcat-graiiiifatliers sounded 
Many a jovial hunting-hoxn. 

Oaks that living did inherit 

Grandeui Ixom. our earth und aky. 
Still robust, the nativo spirit- 
In your timbers shall not die- 
Ship to sbine in martial al«ry, 

Thou Shalt cleave the ocean's path, 
Freighted with Britannia'a glory 
And the' thnndera of her vnath. 

Poes shall crowd their sails and fly the 
Threatening havoc to fheir deck, 

"When afur thoy first descry thee. 
Like the coming whitlwind's speo'i. 

jaUant hark ! thy pomp and beauty 

Storm or battle ne'er shall blast. 
Whilst our tars in pride and duty 
Nail thy colors to the mast. 



EPISTIJE FROM ALGIERS. 



Deae Hohace ! be melted to tears, 
For I'm melting with heat as 1 rhyme; 

Though the name of this place is AlI-jee^^ 
'Tis no joke to fall in with its climo. 
27* 
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■With a shaver* from France who came o'er, 

To nn Africai'. inn I ascend ; 
I am cast on a barbarous shore, 

Where a barber alone is my friend. 

Do you ask me the sights and the news 

Of tliis wonderful city to sing ? 
Alas ! my hotel has ila mews, 

But no muse of the Helicon's spring. 

My windows afford mo the sight 

Of a people all diverse in hue ; 
They are black, yellow, oliv,, iiid white. 

"WMst I in my sorrow look blue. 

Here are groups for the painter to take. 
Whose figures jocosely combine, — 

The Arab disguised in his haik.t 
And the Frenchman disguised in Ms wine. 

In liis breeches of petticoat size 

You may say as the Mussulman goes, 

That his g^rb is a fair compromise 

'Twixt a kilt and a pair of small clothes. 

The Moorosses, shrouded in white, 

Save two holes for tlieir eyes to give room, 

Seem like corpses in sport or in spite 
That have slyly whipped out of their tomb. 
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The old Jewish dames make me sick ; 

If I were the devil, I declare 
Such hags should not mount a broom-stick 

In my service to ride through the air 

But hipped and uiidined as I am, 

My hippogriff "b course I must rein, — 

For the pain oE my thirst is no sham. 

Though I'm bawling aloud for champagne. 

Dimier's brought j but the wines have no pith ( 
They are flat as the statutes at law; 

And for all that they bring me, dear Smith 1 
Would a glass of brown stout they could drawl 

O'er caoh French trashy dish as I bend, 

My heart feels a patriot's grief! 
And the round tears, O England ! descend 

When I think on a round of thy beef. 

Yes, my soul sentimentally craves 
British beer 1 Hail, Britannia, hnil 1 

To thy flag on the foam of the waves, 
And the foam on thy flagons of ale. 

Yet I own, in this hour of my drought, 
A dessert has most wclcomcly come ; 

Here ai-e peaches that melt in the mouth. 
And grapes blue and big as a plum. 

There are melons, too, luscious and grea^ 

But the slices I eat shall be few. 
Per from melons incautiously eat 

Melancholic effects may ensue. 

Horrid pun ! you'll eidaim ; but be culm. 
Though my letter bears date, as you view. 

From the land of the date-bearing palm 
I will palm no more puns upon you. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 



Am original sometHng, Mr rniud, you woold -y 
To write — but how shall I begin? 

For I fear 1 have nothing original in me — 
Eicepting Original Sin. 



FRAGMENT OF AN ORATOEIO, 



Cevehed by misfottiuie's yoke, 

Job lamentably spoke ; — 

" My boundless curse be on 

The day that I was bom; 

Quenched be the star that shone 

Upon my natal mom. 

In the grave I long 

To shroud my breoat; 

■Where the wicked cease to wrong, 

And Ihe weary are at rest." 
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Then Eliphaj! rebuked hla wild despair : — 
"What Heaven ordains, 'tis meet that man 

ehould bear. 
Lately, at luidnigM drear, 
A Tision shoDk my boiiea witli fcar ; 
A spirit passed betbre my face, 
And yet its fomi I could not trace ; 
It stopped, it stood, it chilled my blood. 
The hair upon my flesh uprose 
With freezing dread 1 
Deep sUenee reigned, and at its close 
I heard u voice that said — 
'Shall mortal man be more pure ajid just 
Than God, who made hiro from the dust i 
Hast thou not Icorncd of old, how fleet 
Is the triumph of the hypocrite ! — 
How soon the wreath of joy grows wan 
On the brow oi' the ungodly man > 
By the fire of his conscience he perisheth 
In an unblown flame; 
The Earth demands his death. 
And lie Heavens reveal hia shame.' " 



Is this your consolation ? 

Is it thus that ye condole 

With the depth of my desolation, 

And the anguish of my soul ! 

But I will not cease w. wail 

The bittenifiss of my bale. 

Man that is born of womnn. 

Short and evil is his hour ; 

He llecth like a shadow. 

Ho fadoth. like a flower. 

My days are past; my hope and Ir 

Is but to moulder in tlie dust. 
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Bow, mortal, bow, before thy God, 

Nor munnur at his chastening rod ; 

Fragile being of earthly clay. 

Think on God's eternal away ! 

Hark ! &om the whiriwind forth 

Thy Maker speaks — " Thou child of earth, 

Where wert thou when I laid 

Creation's cornet-stone! 

"When Ihe sons of God rejoicing raade, 

And the moniiiig stars together sang and shone f 

Hadat thou power to Irid above 

Heaven's eonstcUations glow; 

Or shape the forms that live and move 

On Nature's fiiee below? 

HaiSt thou given the horse his strength and pride > 

He paws the valley with nostril wide. 

He smells tw off the battle j 

He neigha at the trumpet's sound — 

And his speed devoura the ground, 

As he sweeps to where the quivers ratfle^ 

And the spear and shield shine brighl, 

'Midst the shouting of the captains 

4jLd the thunder of the Sght. 
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And tueh thy atrmgth-aupiriti^ aid that brm 
TTie hardy Byron ia hia Horice thore — 

The following picture of Ms own distress, giyeu by 
BvHON ia his simple and interesting narrative, jusUfies 
the desoription in page 5. 

After relating the bnibarity of the Indian cacique to his 
child, he proceeds thus: — "A day or two after we put to 
sea again, and crossed the great bay I mentioned we had 
been at the bottom of when we first hauled away lo tJie 
westward. The land here was very low and sandy, and 
Eomelhing like the mouth of a river which discharged it- 
self into the sea, and which had been taken no notice of 
by us before, as it was so shallow that the Indians were 
obliged to take every thing out of their canoes, and carry 
them over land. We rowed up the river four or five 
leagues, and then took into a branch of it that ran first to 
the eastward, and then to the northward : here it became 
much narrower, and the stream excessively rapid, so that 
we gained but htlle way, though we wrought very hard. 
At night we landed upon its banks, and had a moat un- 
comfoctftble lodging, it being a perfect swamp, and we had 
2S 
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3^*6 BOTES. 

nothing to cover us, though it rained esccssiyely. Thfl 
lndinns were littlo better off than we, as there was no 
wood here to make their wigwams j so that all they could 
do was ta prop up the bark, which they carry in the bot- 
tom of their canoes, and shelter themselves as well as they 
could to the leeward of it. Knowing the difhciilties they 
had 1o encounter here, they had provided themselves with 
some seal ; but we had not a morsel to eat, after the heavy 
fatigues of the day, excepting a sort of root we saw the 
Indians make use of; which waa very disagreeable to the 
taat*. "We labored all next day against the stream, ajid 
fared aa we had done the day before. The next day 
brought 113 to the carrying place. Here waa plenty of 
wood, , but nothing to be got fbr sustenance. We passed 
this night, as we had frequently done, under a tree ; but 
what we suffered at this lime is not easy to be eipcessed. 
I had been three days at the oar without any kind of nour- 
ishment eieept the wretched root above mentioned. I had 
no shirt, for it had rotted off by bits. All my clothes con- 
sisted of a short grleko, (something hke a bear-skin,) a 
piece of red cloth which had once been a waistcoat, and a 
ragged pair of trousers, without shoes or stockings." 

P. 38, 1. 33. 

o Briirm and a friend ! 

Don Patricio Gedd, a Scotch physician in one of th« 
Spanish settlements, hospitably relieved Byron and hia 
wretched associates, of which the Commodore speaks in 
the warmest terms of gratitude. 



:>LnOoyle 



p. 3D. 1. 12. 

Or yie!d ike lyre of Heaeen another siring. 

Tlio sovon stmigs of Apollo's harp were the aymboiical 

tcpreieiitfltion of Uie seven planets. Hersohel, by dieoov- 

cring an eighth, might be said to add another string tc the 

instruments 

. P. 39, 1. 13. 
Tks Sv>eduh sage. 

P. m, L 1. 

Deep from his vaxilts the IjO^kin murmvrs foio. 
Loxias id the name frequently given to Apollo by Qieek 
■niitera. It is met with more than once in the ChoephotzB 
of ^sohj-l'js. 



P. 45, 1. 18. 
Wild Obi Jtici — 
Among the negroes of the West Indies, Obi, or OtMith, 
1« the name of a magical powei-, which is believed by them 
to sfTcct the object of its malignity nith dismal calamities. 
Such a belief must undoubtedly have been deduced from 
th"? superstitious mythology of their kinsmen on the coasi 
of Africa. I have, therefore, pcrsoniSod Obi as the evil 
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sjjiiit of the Afncan, although the history of the A&ican 
tribes mentions the evil spirit of their religious creed by a 
different appellation. 

P. 46, 1. 20, 

— ~ Sibir'i dreary mines. 

Mr. Bell, of Antermony, in his Trav^ through Sibraia, 
informs us that the name of the country is uniTeisallT 
pronounced Sibir by the Hussies. 



Presa^n^ wrath (o Poland — aitd to 

The history of the partition of Poland, of the m 
in the suburbs of 'Wttrsaw, »nd on the bridge of Prague, 
the Iriumphtint entry of Sawatrow into the Pohsh capital, 
and the insult offered to human nature, by the blasphe- 
mons fliBiOis offered up to Heaven, for victories obtained 
over men Sghting in the aacred cause <A liberty, by mur- 
derers and oppressors, are events generally known. 

P. 60, 1. 31. 

Tie shrill horn ileic. 

The negroes in the West Indies arc enmmoned to Uieii 
morning work by a shell or horn. 

P. 51, L 16. 

Hoa Umg was Timaar's iron teeptre svtaijixi 

To elucidate this passage, I shall subjoin a qiiotutiim 
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NOTES. 339 

from the preface to Letters from a Hindoo Rijah, a work 
of elegance and celebrity. 

" The impostor of Mecca had estahlished, as one of the 
prindples of Ms doctrine, the merit of e\ten ling it, either 
Oj pprsuaaion, or the snoi-d, to all parts of the earth 
How Bleadily this injunction was odheied to bj hia fol- 
lowers, and ivith what euceesa it was pursued, 13 well 
known to all who are iu the least conversant in hiftorj 

'■ The same overwhelming torrent which had inundatrd 
the greater part of Africa, burst Its v, iv into the i er\ heart 
of Europe, and covering many kingdoms of Asia with un- 
bounded desolation, directed its baneful course to the 
flourishing provinces of Hindostan. Here these Serce 
and hardy adTenturers, whose only improvement had 
been in the science of destruction, who added the fury 
of fhnaticism to the ravages o£ war, found the groat end 
of their conquest opposed by olgeots which neither the 
ardor of their persevering zeal, nor sa*age barbarity, could 
surmount. Multitudes were aacriaced by the cruel hand 
of religious persecution, and whole countries were deluged 
in blood, in the vain hope, that by the destruction of a 
part the remainder might be persuaded, or terrified, into 
the profession of MahomedJsm. But all these sanguinary 
eiforts were ineffectual; and at lengtli, being fully con- 
vinced, that though they might extirpate, they could nevef 
hope to oon^ crt anv numbur of the Hmdoos they rclrn 
quished the impracticable idea with which they had 
entered ipm their career of conquest, ■ind contented 
themsehes ■nith the auquiremcnt of the civil dominion 
and almost univeraal empire of Hindostan — Letten 
fron n Uni&o Ryah hi E! i Ilamtton 
2S* 



:,LnOOyk' 



p. 51, 1. 30. 

And braced the stormy Spttil of the Cape. 

See tte desictiptioii of the Cape of Good Ilope, ttoni- 
latcd irom Casioens, by Micble. 



Whih famished nation) died akmg the sTiore. 

The following aotount of BritiBh condnct, and its conse- 
quences, in Bengal, will afford a sufficient idea of the fact 
alluded to in this passage. 

Afl«r describing the monopoly of salt, betel-nut, and 
tobacco, the historian proceeds thus; — "Money in this 
current came but by drops ; it could not quench the thirst 
of those mho waited in India to receive it. An expedient, 
such as it was, remSined to quicken ila pace. The natives 
could live with little ealt, hut could not want food. Some 
of the agents saw themselTes well situated for collecting 
the rice into stores ; they did so. They tnew the Gentoos 
would rather die than violate the principles of their reli- 
gion by eating flesh. The alternative would therefore be 
between giving what they had, or dying. The inhabitants 
sunk ; tliey that cultivated the land, and saw the harvest 
at the disposal of others, planted in doubt: — scarcity 
ensued. Then the monopoly was easier managed: — 
fiicknesa ensued. In some districts, the languid Using 
left the bodies of their numerous dead nnburied." — 
Sftort Hislfirii of the English Tramaotiana in the Boat In- 
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p. 52, 1. 23. 



Nine times have Brama'a wheels of iighlaing hurled 
Hia atefitl presence o'er the alarmed world. 
Among the sublime fictions of the Hindoo mythology, 
it is one BTticle of belief, that the Deity Brama has de- 
Bcended nine times upon the world in various forma, Mid 
that he ia yet to appear a tenth time, in the figure of a 
■wamor upon a white horse, to cut off all incorrigible of- 
fenders. Avatar is the word used to express his descent. 

P. 53, 1. 10. 

e her halfoiced band' 
a sabhme 

Camdeo is the &od of Love in the mjthology of the 
Hindoo? Gaiiesi and Sensw ittee correspond to the pagan 
deities, Janus luid Mmerva. 

P. 68, 1. 32. 

The noon of manhood to a myrtle shade I — 

Sacred to Venus is the myrtle shade. — Dryden. 

P. 61, L 19. 

Thy woes, Arion! 

Falconer, in his poem, "The Ship-wreck," speaks of 

himself by the naine of Arion, — See Falconer's " Ship- 

P. ei, 1. 32. 
The robber Moor I 
See Schiller's "raEedy of " ITio Bobbers," srene t 
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What millioia died — t/iat Cisaar might be great ! 
The carnage OMaaioned by the wars of Julius Casar has 
been usually estimated at two millions of nien. 



Or learn the fate that bleeding thfrusands bore. 
Marched hi/ their Charles to Dnieper's swampy shm-e. 
"In this extremity," (says the biographer of ChMlca 
Xn. of Sweden, speaking of iiis military exploits before 
the battle of Pultowa,) "the memorable winter of 1709, 
which was stijl more remarkable in tliat part of Enrope 
than in Franco, destroyed numbers of his troops; for 
Charles resolved to brave the seasons, as he had done his 
enemies, and Tentured to make long marches during this 
mortal cold. It was in one of these marches that two 
Ihousand men fell down dead with cold before his eyes." 

P. 63, 1. 7. 



The natives of the Liland of lona have an opinion, that 
on certain evenings every year, the tutelary saint Columba 
ia seen on the top of the church spires counting tlic sur- 
rounding islands, to see that they have not been sunk by 
the power of witchcraft. 

P. G3, 1. 26. 

And part, like Ajiil — never to return! 

See the history of Ajut and Anningait, in " The Eam- 
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The mooking-bird Is of the form of, btit larger than, iJie 
tluTisih ■ and the colors are a misture of lilack white and 
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means, had a most astonishmg efFeet. A gentleman in 
London had one of these birds for six years. During tlie 
space of a minute he was heard to imitate the woodlark, 
chflifinch blackbird, thrush and sparrow. In this country 
( \n erica) I ha e frequently ki o vn the mocking-birds so 
ong ige 1 hia municry th t t » as with much difficulty 
I could e er bta n an opportnmt of hearing their own 
na ural note Some go so far as to say, that they have 
neither i eculiar notes nor f re imitations. This may 
he denied. Their few natural notes resemble those of the 
(European) nightingale. Their song, however, has a 
greater compass and volume than the nightingale's, and 
they have the faculty of varying all intermediate notes 
in a manner which is truly delightiiiL — Ashe's Travels m 
America, vol. ii. p. 73. 

P. 76, 1. 27. 

And distanl isles that hear the load Carbmchtan mar. 

The Corybreohtan, or Corbrechtan, is a whirlpool on 
the western coast of Scotlaiid, near the island of Jura, 
nhich is heard it a prodigious distance. Its name signiUcs 
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the whirlpool of the Prince of Denmark ; and there is a 
tradition that a Danish prince onco imdectook, for a 
wager, to cast anchor in it. He ia said to have used 
woollen instead of hempen ropea, for greater strength, but 
perished in the attempt. On the shores of Argylcshirc, I 
have often listened with great delight to the sound of this 
vortex, at the distance of many leagues. When tlie 
weather is calm, and the adjacent sea scarcely hoard on 
these picturesque shores, its sound, which is like the 
aonnd of innumerable chariots, creates a magnificent and 
fine effect. 

P. 79. h 8. 
Of busihied Umh, and suiarthy UiuameiU. 
In the Indian trihes there is a great similarity in thdr 
color, stature, &c. They are aU, except- the Snake 
Indians, tall in stature, atroisfht, and robust. It 13 very 
aeldom. they are deformed, which has given rise to the 
Bupposilion that they put to death their deformed chil- 
dren. Their 6kin is of a copper color : their eyes large, 
bright, black, and sparkling, indicative of a subtle and 
discerning mind: their hair is of the same color, and 
prone to be long, aeldom or never curled. Their teeth 
are large and white ; I never observed any decayed 
among them, which makes their breath as sweet as tho 
air they ifihale. — Trai<els throttgh Ama-Ua by Caplaim 
tjioM and Clar/re in 180<-5-6. 

P. 79, 1. 19. 

"Peace be to thee.' my mords thU belt approve. 

The Indians i f North America accompany every forraai 
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address tti strangers, inth w hom Uioy form or reoognizo a 
treaty of amity, mth a presi-iit of a string, or belt, of 
wampum Wampum (says Calwallader Golden) is made 
of thel'irge nhclk shell, bucctnnm, and shaped lite long 
beads : it la the cnrrent monci of the Indians. — History 
b/ the Five Indian Stations, p 34 JVew Tork edition. 

P. 79 1 20 
The paths of peace my -.teps Aoic hither led 
In relating an interview of Mohawk Indians with the 
Governor of New York, C olden quotes the following 
passage as a specimen of their metaphoneal manner : 
"Where shall 1 seek the chair of peai-e! Where nhall 
I find it but upon our path and w hither dolh our path 
lead US hut nnto this house ' 

P. 79, 1, 21. 
Our teampu/n league thy brethren did mhrace. 
When they solicit the aUiance )ffenfli\o or defensive, 
of a whole nation, they senl an embassy with a large 
belt of wampum and a bloody hatchet mv iting thun to 
come and drink the blood ot their tnemiea. The wam- 
pum made use of on these and other oc auona, before 
their acquaintance with the Eurrpeans was nothing but 
small shells which they picked up b) the eea, coasts, and 
on the banks of the lakes ; and n w it is nothing but a 
kind of cylindrical beads, m'ule of shelli n hite and black, 
which are esteemed among them as silver and gold ara 
among us. The black they call the most ■v-Uuable, and 
both together are their grtitest nthe laA ornaments; 
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tlicsp among them ansnenng all fhc end liat money does 
amongst us Thej 1 a\t the art ot stjui{,m(,, twisting, 
mill inlerHeaving them u to their helti collars, blankets, 
and moccasin?, i,e m ten tl oiis<md lifferent aiKes, forms, 
and figures, so as to be ornaments tor everj i irt of dresa, 
and expressive to them of all their unportant traneaolions. 
They dye the wamp im of ^anou= coloru ani shades, and 
mix and dispose them wi h great mgen \ tv and order, and 
so as to bo significm t among thcmselTea ol almost every 
thing lliey please ; o that hy these their words are kept, 
and their thoughts communicated to one another, as ours 
are bj writing- The belts that pass from one nation to 
another in all treatiea decl'U'itions and mportant trans- 
actions, are very carefully preserved in the tabins of their 
ohiefe, and serve not only as a kind of record or history, 
but as a public treiiure -^ V jor Rnqe s s Aummt of North 



As Khen llie ettil Manitou 

It is certain the Indiana acknowledge one Supreme 
Being, or Giver of Life, who presides over all things; 
that is, the Great Spirit ; and they look up to him as tha 
source of good, from whence no evil can proceed. They 
also believe m a bad Spirit, to whom they ascribed great 
power i and suppose that through Ivis power all the evils 
which befall mankind aie afflicted. To him, therefore, 
they pray in their distresses, begging that ho would 
either avert their troubles, or moderate them when they 
■re no longer avoidable. 
They hold also that there are good Spirits of a lowel 
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iegreo, wio have their particular depat^1]eIlt9, iii which 
Ihcy are constantly contributing to the happiness of 
mortals. These they suppose to preside over all the 
extraordiuary productions of Nature, such as those lakes, 
rivers, and mountains that are of an uncommon magni- 
tude ; and likewise the beasts, birds, fishes, and even 
vegetables or stones, that exceed the rest of their species 
in siae or singulaxity. — Oarke's Trails ajnong the Indiana. 
The Supreme Spirit of Good is called by the Indians 
Kitchi Manitou ; and the Spirit of Evil, Matchi Manitou. 

r. 81, 1. S. 

Of fever-balm and sweel sagamite : 

The fever-balm is a medicine used hy these tribes; it 

is a dccoctioii of a bush called the Pever Tree. Sagamite 

is a kind of soup administered to their sick. 

P. 81, 1. 10. 



The testimony of ail travellers among the Amcricau 
Indians who mention their liieroglyphics, authorizes me 
in putting this figurative language in the mouth of Outal- 
lissi. The dove is among them, as elsewhere, an emblem 
of meekness ; and the eagle that of a bold, noble, and 
liberal mind. "When the Indians speak of a warrior who 
Boars above the multitude in person and endowments, they 
say, " he ia like the eagle, who destroys his enemies, and 
gives protection and abundance to the weak of his own 
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H jou tell an Ii dian that his childiiii have greatly 
Bignalizcd themsthes ai,im5t an enemy haying laker, 
man; •icdps aid brought home manv prisoners lie iloea 
not apjenr to feel any Htrong emotions of pleasure on Uio 
occaaion; hia answer generally is,— "They have done 
well," and he makes but very little Inquiry about the 
matter ; on the contrary, if you inform him that his 
children are elain or taken prisoner?, he makes no com- 
pliunts : he only replies, " It is unfortunate ; " — and foe 
some time asks no questiona about how it happened. — 
Levris and Clarke's Trave/s. 

P 8^ L 12 

His calumet of pioee, i,c 

Nor n the pilvimet of loss impoitance or lest revcrid 
thm the wampum m many transactions relative both to 
peice and war The bowl of Ihia pipe is made ol a kmd 
of soft red fltonr, which is cisilj wrought and hollowed 
out , the stem is of cane, alder, or some kind of lijht 
wood, painted with different colors, and deoorited ivith 
the heids, tills, and feathers oi the rao«t beautiful lirds 
The use of the calumet is to smike either tobacco, or 
some bark, leit, or herb, which they often use instead of 
it, when they enter mto an alliance on an^ serious orcision 
or solemn engagements ; this bi'ing among them the most 
saoted oath that can be taken, the violation of which ia 
esteemed most infamous, and deserving of severe punish- 
ment from Heaven. When they treat of war, the whole 
pipe and all its orniiments are red : sometimes it is red 
only on otic =ide, and by the disposition of the feathers, S;c., 
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one acquainted with Ihcir customs wiU know at first 
sight ivliat the nation who presents it intends or desires. 
Smoking the calumet is also a religious oeremony on some 
occasions, and in all treaties is considered a^ a ivitnesa 
between the parties, or rather as an instrument by which 
they involte the sun and moon to witness their sincerity, 
and to be oa it were a guarantee of the treaty between 
them. This custom of the Indians, though to appearance 
somewhat ridiculous, is not without its reasons ; for as 
they And that smoking tends to disperse the vapora of the 
brain, to raise the spirits, and to qualify them for thinking 
and judging properly, Uiey introduced it into their 
councils, where, after their resolves, the pipe was con- 
sidered OS a seal of their decrees, and as a pledge of their 
performance thereof it was sent to those they were con- 
sulting, in alliance or treaty with ; — so that smoking 
among them at ttie same pipe, is equivalent to our drink- 
ing together, and out of the same cup. — Myor Rogers's 
AccaiaU 0/ North America, 1768, 

The lighted calumet is also used among them for a pur- 
pose still more interesting than the expression of social 
friendship. The austere manners of the Indians forbid 
any tippeacanoe of gallantry between the sexes in the day- 
time ; but at mght the j'oung lover goes a calumetting, as 
his courtship is called. As these people live m a state of 
eiiuality, and vrithout fear of internal violence or theft in 
their own tribes, they leave their doors open by night as 
well as by day. The lover takes advantage of this liberty, 
lights his calumet, enters the cabin of his misti'ess, and 
gently presents it to her. If she extinguish it, she admits 
Ills addresses; hut if she suffer it to burn Tuincticed. hi 
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retires with a disappointci] and throbbing heart — Ashe't 
Trai-els. 

P. 82, 1. 15. 
Trained from An lree-roo!ied cradle to his bier. 
An Indian chUd, as soon as he is horn, is swathed ivith 
clothes, or skins ; and being laid on his ba^Ji, is bound 
down on a piece of thick board, spread over with soft 
moss. The board is somewhat larger and broader than 
the diild, and bent pieces of wood, like pieces of hoopEi, 
are placed otct its face to protect it, so that if the machine 
were suffered to fall the child probably woiUd not be in- 
jured. When the women have any business to transact 
at home, they hang the boards on a tree, if there be one 
at hand, and set them a swinging fiDm side to side, like a 
pendulum, in order to eserciae the children.— IVeld, vol 
iL p. 246. 



The fierce extreme of good and ill to hrooh 

Of the active as weU as passive fortitude of the Indian 
character, the following is an instance related by Adair in 
his Travels : — " 

A party of the Senekah Indians came to war against tha 
Katahba, — bitter enemies to each other. In the woods 
the former discovered a sprightly warrior belonging to the 
latter, hunting in their usual light dress. On his perceiv- 
ing them, he sprang off for a holloiv rock four or five 
miles distant, as they intercepted him from running home- 
ward. He was so extremely swift and skilful with tha 
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guii, na to till seven of them in the running fight, l>efore 
they were able to surround and take him. They carried 
him to their country in sad triumph : but though he had 
fiUed them with uncommon grief and ahame for the Iobs 
of 80 many of their kindred, yet the love of martial yirtua 
induced them to treat him, during their long journey, 
with a great deal more ciyility than if he had acted the 
part of a coward. The women and children, when they 
met him at their scTcrai towns, beat him and whipped 
him in as severe a manner as the occasion required, accord- 
ing to their law of justice; and at last he was formally 
condemned to die hy the fiery torture. — It might reason- 
ably be imagined, that what he had for some time gone 
through, by being fed with a scanty hand, a tedious march, 
lying at night on the bare ground, exposed to the changes 
of the weather, with his anna and legs extended in a pair 
of rough stocks, and suffering such punishment on his en 
tering into their hostile towns, as a prelude to those shar^ 
torments for which he was destined, would have so im- 
paired his health, and affected his imagination, as to have 
sent him to his long sleep, out of the way of any more 
Bufferings. Probably this would have been the case with 
the major part of white people under Mmilar circumstances ; 
but I never knew this with any of the Indians ; and this 
cool-headed, brave warrior did not deviate from their 
rough lessons of martial virtue, but acted his part so 
vreli as to surprise and sorely vex his numerous enemies ; 
for when they were taking him, unpinioned, in their wild 
parade, to the place of torture, which lay near to a river, 
he suddenly dashod dovni those who stood in his way, 
•prang off, and plunged into the water, swimming under 



:> Google 



KOTES. 343 

nnath like an otter, oiily rising to take breath, till ho liad 
reached the opposite shore. He now ascended the ateep 
bank, but tfiough he had good reason to be in a huirj', as 
many of the enemy were in the water, and others running, 
very like bloodhounds, in puiauit of him, and the buUeti 
flying around him from the time he took to the river, yet 
lii3 heart did not allow him to leave them abruptly, with- 
out taking leave iii n form^ manner, in return for the 
extraordinary favors they had done, and intended to do 
him. After slapping a part of his body in defiance to 
them, (continues the author,) he put up the shrill war- 
whoop, as his last salute, till some more convenient oppor- 
tunity offered, and darted off in the manner of a beast 
broke loose from its torturing enemies. He continued hia 
speed, so us to run by about midnight of the same day as 
far iia hia eager pursuers were two days in reaching. There 
he rested till he happily discovered five of those Indians 
who had pursued him ; ho lay hid a little way off their 
camp, till they were sound asleep. Every circumstance of 
his situation occurred to him, and inspired him with hero- 
ism. He was naked, torn, and himgry, and his enraged 
enemies were come up with him; — but there was now 
every thing to relieve his wants, and a fair opportunity to 
save his lite, and get groat honor and sweet revenge hy 
cutting them off. Kesolution, a convenient spot, and sud- 
den surprise, would eifeet the main object of all his wishes 
and hopes. Ho accordingly crept, took one of their toma- 
hawks, and killed them all on the spot, — clothed himself, 
took a choice gun, and as much ammunition and provis- 
ions as he could well carry in a running nxarch. He set off 
nEresh, with a light licPit, and did not sleep for several 
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Buccessive nights, only wlicn he reclined, as imual, a littlo 
before day, with his bauk to a trco. Aa it ii-ero by instinct, 
when he found Jte was free from tlie pursuing enemy, 
lie made directly to the very place where he had kOleJ 
Beven of his enemies, and was taken by them for the fiery 
torture. Ho digged them up, burnt their bodies to aaho3. 
and went home in safety with BLiigular triumph. Other 
pursuing enemies came on the evening of the second day, 
to the Gamp of their dead people, when tho sight gnye 
them a grcatT shock than they had ever known before. 
In their chilled war-council they concluded, that aa he 
had done such surprising things in his defence before he 
was captiyated, and since that in his naked condition, and 
now was well armed, if they continued the pursuit he 
would spoil them all, fiir he surely was an enemy-wizard ; 
and therefore they returned home. — Adair's General Ob- 
aenatioits on tht Amencan Indians, p. 394. 

It is surprising (says the same author) to see the long- 
eonfinued spied of the Indians. Though some of us have 
often run the swiftest of them out of sight for about the 
distance of twelve miles, yet afterwards, without any 
seeming toU, they would stretch on, leave us out of 
sight, and outwind any horse. — Ibid, p. 313. 

If an Indian were driven out into the extensive woods, 
with only a knife and a tomahawk, or a small hatchet, it 
is not to he doubted but he would fatten even where Q 
wolf would starve. He would soon collect Are by rubbing 
two dry pieces of wood together, make a bark hut, earthen 
vessels, and a bow and arrows ; then lull wild game, fish, 
fresh-water tortoises, gather a plentiful variety of vegeta- 
bles, and live in affluence. — Ibid, p. 410. 
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p. 82, 1. 25. 
Moccasins are a sort of lufUan buskins. 



Sleep, wearied one aid n the dr in g li d 
ShoiiMst Ihwt lo-mor-OD with thj mo her neet 

There is nothing (says Charlevouc) in -nhi h these bar 
t arians oanry their supentitions farther than m n hat re 
garda dreams ; but thej vary greatly m their manner of 
explaining themselves on this point 'sometimes it is the 
reasonable soul which ranges abroad, while the seisitiie 
continues to animate the body. Sometiines it is the famil- 
iar genius who gives salutary counsel with respect to what- 
is going to happen. Sometimes it is a visit made by the 
soul of the object of which he dreams. But in whatever 
manner the dream is conceived, it is always looked upon 
as a thing sacred, and as the most ordinary way in which 
the gods make known their will to men. Filled with this 
idea, they can not conceive how we should pay no regard 
to them. For the most part, they look upon them either 
as a desire of the soul, inspired by some geniuiS, or an 
order from him, and in consequence of this principle they 
hold it a religious duty to obey them. An Indian having 
dreamed of having a finger cut off, had it really cut off aa 
soon as he awoke, having first prepared himself for this 
importjint action by a least. Another having dreamed of 
being a pTisoner, and in the hands of his enemies, waa 
muoh at a loss what to do. He consulted tlie jugglers. 
Olid by their aivico caused himself to bo tied to a post 
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and burnt iu several parts of the boay. — Charlevoix:, Jour- 
nalof a Voyage to North Am4rica. 

P. 83 ' 7. * 

Prom a flower shaped like a horn, which Chatcaubrinn^ 

presumes to be of the lotus kind, the Indiana in their trar- 

els throngh the desert often find a draught of dew purer 

than any other water. 

P. 83. 1. 12. 
The crocodile, the cotidor of the rock. ■ 

The alligator, or American crocodile, when full-groim, 
(says Bertram,) is e. very large and tonible creature, and 
of prodigious strength, activity, and swiftness in the water. 
I have seen them twenty feet in length, and some are sup- 
posed to be twenty-tKT) or twenty-three feet in length. 
Their body is as large as that of a horse, their shape usu- 
ally resembles that of a lizard, which is flat, or Cuneiform, 
being compressed on each side, and gradaally diminishing 
from the abdomen to the extremity, which, with the whole 
body, is covered with homy plat«s, or equamaj, impenetra- 
ble, when on the body of the live animal, even to a riHe- 
ball, except about their heEid, and jnst behind their fore- 
legs or arms, where, it is said, they are only vulnerable. 
The head of a fuU-grown one is about three feet, and the 
mouth opens nearly the same length. Their eyes are small 
in proportion, and seem sunk in the head, by means of the 
prominency of the brows; the nostrils are large, inflated, 
and promiuent on the top, so that the head on the water 
resembles, at a distance, a great chunk of wood floating 
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about. Only the upper jaw moves, ivhicli they raise 
almost perpencUcular, so as to form a right-angle with the 
lower one. In the fore-part of the upper jaw, on each 
flido, just under the nostrils, are two very lutgo, thick, 
strong teeth, or tusks, not very sharp, but rather the shape 
of a cone ; these are as white aa the finest polished ivory, 
and are not covered by any skin or lips, but always in 
Bight, which gives the creature a frightful appearance ; in 
the lower jaw ace holes opposite to these teeth to receive 
them ; when they clap their jaws together, it causes a 
surprising noise, like that which is made by forcing a 
heavy plank with violence upon C e ground, and may be 
heard at a great distance. B at what is yet more surpris- 
ing to a stranger, is the incredibly loud and terrifying roar 
which they are capable of making, especially in breeding 
time. It most resembles very heavy distant thunder, not 
only shaJdng the lur and waters, but causing the earth to 
tremble ; and when hundreds are roaring at tl\e same time, 
you can scarcely be persuaded but that the whole globe 
is violently and dangerously agitated. An old champion, 
who is, perhaps, absolute sovereign of a little lake or 
lagoon, (when fifty less than liimself are oliligod to content 
themselves with swelling and roaring in little coves round 
about,) darts forth from the reody coverls, all at once, on 
the sur%e of the waters, in a right line, at first secnaingly 
as rapid as lightning, but gradually more slowly, until he 
arrives at the centre of the lake, where he stops. He now 
swells himself by drawing in wind and water through his 
mouth, which causes a loud sonorous rattUng in the throat 
for near a minute ; but it is immediately forced out again 
airough liis mouth and nostrils with a loud noise, bran- 
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dialling his tail in the air, and the vnpor running fron. his 
nostrils like smoke. At other limes, n'hen Bwollen to an 
ext<uit ready to burst, hia head and tail lifted up, he sphia 
or twirla round on the surface of the WHter. He acta hia 
part like an Indian chief, when rehearsing the feats of 
war. — Bertram's Travels in North America. 



Then firlA uprose thai lone aay-fanug man. 

They diacoyer an amazing Baga'lty, and acquire, with 
the greatest readiness, any thing that depends upon the 
attention of the mind. l!y csporipneo, and an acute obser- 
Tntion, tlicy attain many perfections to which the Ameri- 
cans are strangers. For instance, they will cross a forest 
or a plain, which Ls iwo hundred miles in breadth, bo as to 
reach with great esuctncss the point at which they intend 
to arriTe, keeping, during the whole of that space, in a 
direct line, without any material deviations ; and this they 
will do with the same case, let the weather be fair or 
cloudy. "With equal acatencss they will point to that part 
of the heavens the sun is in, though it be intercepted hy 
clouds or fogs. Besides this, they are able to pursue, with 
incredible facility, the traces of man or beast, cither on 
leaves or grass ; and on this account it is Vi-ith great diffi- 
culty they escape disover^ They are indebted for Uicao 
talents, not only to n rture but t ) an extraordinary cnm- 
mand of the intfillect nl (Qualities whiih can only be ac- 
quired by an unremitted attention and b\ Jong experi- 
ence. They are, in general. v(rv happy in a retentive 
memory. They can recipitulatc eierv particular that hal 
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been treated of in council, and remembei the exact Hme 
B'heii they were held. Their belW of wampum ptcseire 
the HubstiuK^ of the treaties they have concluded with the 
neighboring tribes for agea back, to which they will appeal 
and refer with as much perspicuity and readineaa as Euro- 
peans can to their written records. 

The Indians are totally unskiEed in geography, as well 
as all the other sciences, and yet they draw on their birch- 
bark Tcty eiact charts or maps of the countries they are 
acquainted with. The latitude and longitude only are 
wanting to make them tolerably complete. 

ITieir sole knowledge in astronomy consists in being able 
to point out the polar star, by which they regulate their 
course when they travel in the night. 

They reckon the distance of places not by miles or 
Jeagues, but by a day's journey, which, according lo the 
best calculation I could make, appears to be about twenty 
English miles. These they also divide into halves and 
quarters, and will demonatral« theni in their maps with 
great exactness by the hieroglyphics just mentioned, when 
they regulate in council their war-pnrties, or their moat 
distant hunting excursions. — Lewis and Clarke's Travels. 

Some of the French missionaries have supposed that 
the Indians are guided by instinct, and have pretended 
that Indian chEdren can find their way througli a forest 
as easUy as a person of maturcr years ; but this is a most 
absurd notion. It is unquestionably by a close attention 
to the growtli of the trees, and position of the sun, that 
Uiey find their way. On the northern side of a, tree there 
is generally the most moss ; and the bark on that side, in 
general, differs trom that on the opposite one. Tha 
30 
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Iheir companions ivho had gone on Ijoforo. Tliey answared 
that tlicv knew better, that the -way through the woods 
IV as the shortest to PhUadelphia, and that they knew 
vciy well that their compoiiions had entered, the wood at 
tho very place where they did. Curiosity led some of the 
horsemen to go on ; and to their astoniahmEnl, foe there 
was apparently no track, fhey overtook tlie other Indians 
in the thi kest part of the wood. But what appeared 
most singular was that the route which they took was 
found, on examining a map, to be aa direct for Philadel- 



phia a if th J 
eompas^ F m 
Philadelj hia at a 



astrik 



t ken the bearings by a mariner's 

•s of their nation, who had been at 

e period, they had probably learned 

ty ir Tillages, and 

had already 

nul hr ods, and had 

i[ md m "O before they 

Of the eiact- 

fin str nge place to 

di tc ir own people, 

ik Mr. Jefferson, 

di giniti. These 

re an ar unds of earth in 

g nd to contain 

In mode of sepul- 

te m vmknown to 



just as the Creeks above menti 
delphia, were observed, all on 
ttioight road by which they wer 



the Atlantic, 
■ned were going to Phila- 
B sudden, to quit the 
proceedins, and without 



:>LnOoyle 



352 NOTES. 

asking any questions, to strike tiirough tho woods, in a 
direct line, to one of these graves, which lay at the 
distance of some milea from the road. Now Tciy near a 
century must have passed over since the part of Virginia 
in which this grave was situated had been inhabited by 
Indians, and these Indian traveUcra, who wore to visit it 
by themselves, had unquestionably never been in tliat 
part of the country before ; they must have found their 
way to it simply from the description of its situation 
that had been hooded down to them by tradition. — Weld's 
Ti'eveU in North America, vol. ii. 

P. 87, !. 30. 

Their failles' dust, 

It is a caslom of the Indian (ribes to visit the tombs 
of their ancestors in the cultivated-parts of America, who 
have been buried for upwards of a century. 

P. 90, 1. 8. 
Or wiildsane arch high fiung o'er gulf profound. 
The bridges over narrow Btreama, in many parts of Span- 
iaii America, are said to be budt of cane, which, however 
strong to support the pasBcnger, are yet waved in. the 
agitation of the storm, and frequently add to the effect 
of a mountainous and picturesque scenery. 

Thi- Mammsih comes, 

That I am justified in making the I:idian chief alluJa 
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to Ihe mammoth as an emblem of terror onJ destruction, 
11 ill be oocn by thi, ou liont^ quoted, below Speaking 
o! the mimicoth or big buffalo, Mr JJferaon otates, that 
a tridttion is presen ed among th » Indians of that aramol 
BtiU fiiistmg m the northern parts of America. 

"A delegation of wnrriora from the Doltiwara tnba 
having \isited tlic goiemor of Viri,imi duiing the teTolu- 
tion, on matteis ot buM-neea the governor asked them 
some questions relative to then country, and, among 
others, what they knew or had heard of the amma! 
whose bones were lound at the '^alt lii.k'., on the Ohio. 
Their ehief up akor immcdintUv put hjmselt into an 
attitude of oratory, and with a pomp suitid to what he 
eoneeived the eleiation of his subject, mformed him that 
it was a traditinu handed down from their iiithers, that 
in ancient times a herd of theic tremendous ammals 
came to the Bick-bone hcks, and begin an umversal 
dcotruotion of the bear, doer, elk, buflalo, ind other ani- 
mtls which had been created for the use of the Indiana 
That the Great Man aboie looking down and seemg this, 
was so cnriged, that ho seized his hghtnin-, descended 
on the earth stattd himself on a nti!;hbormg mountain on 
a rock, on whieh his seit and the prmts of his feet are 
B'lll to be seen and hurled hii bolls amsng them, till the 
while were shughfered, e\.ecpt the big bull, who, pro- 
sendng his forehead to the shafts, h)ok them off as they 
fell, but missing one, at length, it wounded hun in the 
wde, whereon, springing round, he bourded over the 
Ohio, over the Wabash, the Illinois and hniUy oior the 
great lakes, where he is living at this dav - Jtffersoa i 
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Sconanff to wield the hatclt^ for his bribe, 
'Oaimt Brandt himself I went to battle farth. 

I took the character of Brandt in llie poem of Gertrude 
from the common Histories of England, all of ivliich 
represented Mm as a bloody mid bad mail, (even among 
?avag69,) and chief agent in the horrible desolation of 
Wyoming. Some years after this poem appeared, the eon 
of Brandt, a most interesting and intelligent youth, come 
over to England, and I formed an acqnaintaneo «-ith him 
on which 1 etiU look back with pleasure, '^o appealed to 
my sense of honor and justice, on his own part, and on 
that of his sister, to retract the unfair aspersions wliirlj, 
uneonscioua of their unfeimess, I had east on his father's 
memory. 

He then referred mo to documents which completely 
satisfied me that the common accounts of Brandt's 
cruelties at Wyoming, which I had found in books of 
Travels, and in Adolphus's and similar Histories of Eng- 
land, were gross errors, and that in point of fact Brandt 
was not eyeii present at that scene of desolation. 

It is, unhappily, to Britons and Anglo-Americans that 
we must refer the chief blame in this horritle business. I 
published a letter expressing this belief in the New 
Monthly Maga/ine, in the year 1833, to which I must 
refer the reader — if he has any curiositr on the subject — 
for an antidote to my fanciful description of Brandt. 
Among other exptessiQna to young Brandt, I made use 
of the following words r — " Had I learned all this of your 
father when I was writing my poem, ho should not hnvB 
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figured in it as fl\B hero of misehiof." It was but bare 
justice to say iJius much of a Mohawk Indian, who spoke 
English eloquonUy, and was thought capable of having 
■viTitten a history of the Six Nations. I ascertained also " 
that he often, strove to mitigate the cruelty of Indian war- 
fare. The name of Brandt, therefore,' remains in my poem 
a pure and declared chotacter of fiction. 

V. 99, 1. 21. 



Every one -mho necollecta the speeunen of Indian 
eloquence given in the speech of Logan, a Mingo chie^ 
to the governor of Virginia, will perceive that I have 
attempted to paraphrase its concluding and most striking 
expression — There runs i ot a drop of my blood ui the 
vems of any hving creature The »unUar salutit on of 
Die fictitious persom e ra mv Eton aiil the real Indi'ui 
oritor makes it surely allowable to borrow such in ei- 
preaaion an 1 if it ippcirs aa it can lot lut appear to 
less alviiti"e thin in the nrismal 1 leg the realer to 
reflect how diiScuIt it is to tranhpose Huch exqui^tely sun 
pie words witho it sicnficing a portion of theix effect 

In the apimg of 177* a robbery and murder were 
committed on an inhabitant of the frontier' of \ irgima, 
by two Indians of the '-haw uieo tnbe The ncis;hl onng 
white? accnrdi ig to their custom undertook to punish 
this outngO m i summirj manner Colonel Crcsap a 
man infamous frr the m iny murlers he hid committed on 
[hose n mh injuel penjle, collected a partj, and pro 
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ceeded dun-n 
fortuiialelv, a 

unarmed, nnd nns 
Crcsnp ana hit f-aty contenled thcmaelvcs on the bonk 
of the river, and thc"nioin£iit the canne reached the shore, 
singled out their obiects, and at one fire killed every 
person in it. This happened to he the family of Logon, 
■who had long been distingiuthcd ts a Iricnd to the whites. 
This unworthy return pro\oked his itngeance; he ac- 
cordingly signalized himself in the war which ensued. In 
the autumn of the same year a decisiTe battle was fought 
at the mouth of the great Kanaway, in which the collected 
forces of the Shawanees, Mingoea, and Delawares, "were 
defeated hy a detachment of the Virginia militia, Tlie 
Indians sued for peace. Logan, however, disdained to be 
seen among the suppliants ; but lest the sincerity of a 
treaty should be disturbed, irom which so distinguished a 
chief abstracted himself he sent, by a messenger, the fc 
lowing speech to be delivered to Lord Dunmore ; — 

" I appeal to any while man if ever he entered Logan 
cabin hungry, and he gave him not to cat ; if ever 1 
came cold and hungry, and he clothed him not. During 
the last long and bloody war Logan remained idle t 
cabin, an advocate for peace. Such was my love for the 
whites, that my countrymen pointed na they passed, an^ 
said, Logan is the friend of the white man. I have e 
thought to have lived with you, but for the injuries of oni* 
man. Colnnel Crcsap, the last spring, in cold blood, 
murdcreil all the relations of Logan, even my women anfl 
children. 
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" Tlicre nina i!ot D drop of my blood in the veins of mvy 
liting creature. This called on me for ceTCnge. I have 
fougbt for iL I have killeil many, I have fuUy glutted 
niy vengeance. Por my country, I rejoice at the beams 
of peace i — but do not harbor a tlionght that mine is tho 
joy of feir. Logan never felt iear. He will not tvim on 
[lis heel to save his life. Who ia there to mourn for IiO- 
gan ? — lint one ! ■• — Jeffersou's Notes on Virginia 



That gave the glacier lops their richest glow. 

The Bight of the glacicis of Sn-itzetland, I am toId,.ha« 
often disappointed traToUers who had petusci the accounte 
of their splendor and sublimity given by Bourrit and other 
describers of S«iss scenery. Possibly Bourrit, who had 
spent his life in an enamored familiarity with the beauties 
of nature in Switierlnnd, may hove leaned to the tomantie 
side of description. One can pardon a man for a sort of 
idolatry of those imposing objects of nature which heighten 
our Ideas of the bounty of nature or Providence, when we 
reflect tliat the glacieva — those sehs of ice— are not only 
sublime, but Hseful ; they are the inexhaustible reservoira 
which sup]ily the principal rivers of Europe ; and their 
annual meldng is in proportion to the summer heat which 
dries up those rivers and maltes them need that supply. 

That tho picturesque grandeur of the glaciers shonld 
•ometiraes disappoint the traveller, will not seem surpris- 
ing to M\y one who has been much in a mountaiuouj 
country, and recollects Oiat tlie beauty of nature in such 
.ot only variable, but capriciously dependent 
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cm tlic woathcr and sunshino. There ai-c about four hun- 
dred diifcreiit glaciers,* according to the computation of 
M. Bourrit, between Moat Blanc nnd tho irontiers of the 
Tyrol. The fuU effect of the moat lofty and pictureaque 
of tliem can, of oonrae, only be produced by the richest 
ftiid irarmcst light of Hie atmosphere ; and the yery heat 
wliich illuniinates them must have a chan^hg influence 
on many of their appearances. I imngine it is owing to 
Uiis cireumstanco, namely, the casualty and changeable- 
ncss of the appearance of some of th.e glaciers, that the 
impressions made by them on the minds of other and more 
transient travellers have been less enchanting than those 
described by M. Bourrit. On one occasion M. Bourrit 
seems even to speak of a past phenomenoii, and certainly 
one which no otho' spectatjir attests in tho same terms, 
■when he says, that there Once existed, between the Kandel 
Stdg and Lauterbrun, " a passage ajnidst singular glaciers, 
Bometimea resembling magical towns of ice, with pilasters, 
pyramids, columns, and obelisks, reflecting to the sun the 
most brilliant hues of the finest gems." M. Bourrit'a 
description of the Glacier of the Rlione is quite enchant- 
ing : — " To form an idea," he 3ay% " of this superb spec- 
tacle, figure in jout mind a scaffolding of transparent ice, 
filling a spEice of two miles, rising to the clouds, and dart- 
ing flashes of light like the sun. Nor were the several 
parts less magnificont and surprising. One might see, RS 
it were, the streets and buildings of a city, erected in the 
form of an amphitheatre, and embellished with pieces oi, 
water, cascades, and torrents. The effects were as piodj- 
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poufl as the immensity and the height ; — the most heau- 
tilul azure — the most spleudid white — the regular ap- 
poariince of a thousand pyramids of ice, — aco more easy 
to be imagined than described." — BourHt, iii. 163. 



From heights brovtsed by the boundiiii/ boaquelm^. 

Labordc, in hjs " Tableau de la Suisse," giyea a cuiioua 
mcoount of thiis animal, the wild sharp cry and elasao 
movements of which must heighteu the picturesque appear- 
ance of its haunts. " Xature," says Lahorde, " has des- 
tined it to mountains covered with snow ; if it is . not 
exposed to Jieen cold, it becomes blind. Its a^ty in 
leaping much surpasses that of the chamois, and would 
appear incredible to those who have not seen it. There is 
not a mountain'BO high or steep to which it will not trust 
itself, provided it has room to place its feet ; it can scram- 
ble along the highest wall, if its surface be ru^ed." 

P. 1119, 1. 15. 
enameUed nwsj. 

The moas of Switzerland, as well as that of the Tyiid, 
is remarkable for a bright smoothness, approaching to the 
appearance of enamel. 

P. 113,1. 11. 
flJMO deaf seemed ev'n the loajie and wild Shreck-korn. 
The Shreek-hom means, in Rorman, the Peak of Terror. 
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p. 113, L 16. 
Blindfold hit native kilb he could hase hnimn. 
I have here availed myself of a atriking esyression i^ 
the Emperor Napoleon respcotiiig his recollections of Cor 
Eica, which^is recorded in Los Casas'a Hiatory of the Em- 
peror's Abode at St. Helena. 

P. 133, 1. I. 
Imiisfuil, the ancient name of Ireland. 

P. 134, 1. 6. 
Kerae, the plural of fie™, en Irish foot-soldie'. In this 
Bciise the word is used by Shakspeace. Gainsford, in his 
Glories of England, aays, "They (the Irish) are desperate 
in revenge, and their kemo think no man dead vntil Au 
head be off.- 





P. 134, 1. 27 


Shieling, 


a rude cabin or hut. 




P. 134, I 33. 




tn Erin's yellow vest 



I clad. 

Yellow, dyed from saffron, was the favorite color of flio 
ancient Irish. When the Irish chieftains came to make 
terms with Queen Elizabeth's lord- lieutenant, we are told 
by Sir John Davis, that they came to court in saffron-eol- 
(ired nnifonns. 

P, 135, 1. 12. 

itdral, a drink made of the jmce of mnlbcrry ntixed 
with noney. 
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Their tribe, they said, their high degree, 
Woi rung in Tara'a psaltery. 

The pride of the Irieh in ancestry was so great, that one 
of the O'Neals being told that Barrett of CBStlcmone had 
been there only four hundred years, he replied, that he 
hated the clown as if he had come there but yesterday. 

Tara was the place of assemblage and feasting of the 
petty princes of Ireland. Very splendid and fabulous 
descriptions are giyen by the Irish historians of the pomp 
and luxury of those meetings. The psaltery of Tara was 
the grand national register of Ireland. The grand epoch 
of poMcal eminence in the early history of the Irish is 
the reign of their great and tavorlto monarch, 011am Fod- 
lah, who reigned, according to Keating, ahout nine hun- 
dred and Hfty years before the Ciiristian era. Under him 
was instituted the great Fes at Tara, which it ie pretended 
was a triennial convention of the states, or a parliament ; 
the members of which were the Druids, and other learned 
men, who represented the people in that assembly. Very 
minute accounts are given by Irish annalists of the mag- 
nificence and order of tliese entertainments ; from which, 
if credible, we might collect the earliest traces of heraldry 
that occur in history. To preserve order and regularity in 
the great number and variety of the members who met on 
such occasions, the Irish historians inform us that when 
the banquet was ready to be served up, the shicld-bearera 
of the princes, and other members of the convention, 
delivered in their shields and targets, which were readily 
distinguished by the coats of arms embJaiioned upon them. 
31 
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These were arranged bj- the grand n rl d anl principal 
hersdd, and hung upon the walls on the i^ s d of the 
table ; and upon entering the apartme ta e el nember 
took hia seat under hia respective shi Id or ta et, rithout 
the slightest disturbaneo. The concluding days of the 
meeting, it is allowed by the Irish antiquaries, were spent 
in very free excess of conviviality ; but the first six, they 
Bay, were deroted to the eiamjnation and settlement of 
the annals of the kingdom. These were publicly rehearsed. 
"When they had passed the approbation of the asaembly, 
they were transcribed into the authentic chronicles of the 
nation, which was called the Register, or Psalter of Tara. 

Col. Vallanoey gives a translation of an old Irish fr^- 
ment, found in Trinity College, Dublin, in which the pal- 
ace of the above assembly is thus described as it esistcd ir. 
the reign of Cormac ; — 

" In the reign of Cormac, the palace of Tara was nine 
hundred feet square ; the diameter of tlie surrounding 
rath, seven dice or casts of a dart ; it eontnined one hun- 
dred and fifty apartments ; one hundred and fifty dormito- 
ries, or sleeping-rooms for guards, and sixty men in each : 
the height was twenty-seven cubits; there were one hoji- 
dred and fifty common drinking-horns, twelve doors, and 
one thousand guests daily, besides princes, orators, and 
men of science, engravers of gold and silver, carvers, mod- 
ellers, and nobles." The Irish description of the banquet- 
ing-hall is thus translated I — " Twelve stalls or divisions 
in each wing ; sixteen attendants on each side, ai d two to 
each table ; one hundred guests in aE." 
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And stemmed De Bovri/o's chhalnj. 
Ti.a house of O'Connor had a right to bonst of theil 
victories orer «ie English. It was a chief of the O'Con- 
nor rncs! who gave a check to the English champion De 
Courcy, so famous for his personal strength, and for cleav- 
ing a helmet at one blow of his sword, in tJio presence of 
tlie kings of France and EnglMid, when the French cham- 
pion declined the combat with him. Though ultimntcly 
conquered by the English under De Bourgo, the O'Con- 
nors hod also humbled the pride of that name on a memo- 
rable occasion, VIE. ; when Walter de Bourgo, an ancestor 
of that De Bourgo who won the battle of Athunroe had 
become so in&olent as to make excess ve deman s njo t\ e 
territories of C na [,1 1, ai 1 to b i defia to II the 
rights and prope ties reserve by the Iruh 1 cf& Eath 
O'Ctmnor, a. near de= endant of the famous t,athal, sue 
named of the Bloody Han 1 rose a^amst the u urper and 
defeated the Enghsh so severely, that their general died 
of chi^p^ after the battle. 

P. 136, 1. 25. 
Or heal-Jvres for yawr Juiilef. 
The month of May ia to this day called Mi Beal liermie, 
{. e., the month of Eeal's fire, in the original language of 
Ireland, and hence I believe the name of the Beltan festi- 
val in the Highlands. Theso fires were lighted on the 
summits of mountains (the Irish antiquaries say) in honor 
of the sun ; and are supposed, by those conjecturing gen- 
tlemen, to prove the origin of the Irish from some nation 
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who worshipped Eaal or Belua. Many hills in Ireland 
Bta] retwn the name of Ciioo Grelne, L e., the Hill of the 
Sun ; and on all are to be seen the ruins of Druidical ftltara. 

P. 137, 1. 12. 
And play my clarsheck by thy side. 
The elarshech, or harp, the principal musical inatniment 
of the Hibcmian barda, does not appear lo be of Irish ori- 
gin, nor indigenous U> any of the British islands. The 
Britons undoubtedly were not acquainted witli it during 
the residence of the Romans in their country, as in all 
their coins, on which musical instruments are represented, 
we see only the Eoman lyre, and not the British tcylin, o* 

P. 137, 1. 18. 
And saw at iSimi the lofty bairni. 
Borm, from the Teutonic Baweii — ta construct and 
secure with branches of trees, was so called because the 
primitiYe Celtic fortifications were made by digging a 
ditch, throwing up ft rampart, and on l}ie latter fixing 
slakes, which wrae mterlaced with boughs of trees. This 
word is used by Spenser; but it is inaccurately called by 
Mr. Todd, hia annolator, an eminence. 

P. 141, 1. S. 

To apcalc the malison of Aeavon. 

If the wrafli which I have ascribed to -the heroine of 

ibis little piece should scan to exhibit her character as loo 

unnaturally stripped of patriotic and domestic affcctiona, I 
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must beg leave to plead the authority of Corneille in the 
representation o£ a similar pasf ion : I allude to the denun- 
ciation of Camille, in the tragedy of Hofaee. When 
Horace, accompanied by a soldier hearing the three 
B«-ords of the Curiatii, meets Ma sister, and invites her 
to congratnlate him on his victory, she expresses only her 
grief, n-hii'h he attributes at first only to her feelings for 
tie lass of her tivo brothers ; but when she bursts forth 
into reproaches against Viim as the murderer of her lover, 
the last of the Curiatii, he eselfums : — 



Que ia louffre en mon 



At file mention of Rome, Camille breaks out into thi* 
l^strophs ; — 



3!* 
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And go to Aihunree ! (Z cried.') 
In the reign o£ Edward 11^ the Irisli preaented to Pope 
John XXn, a memorial of thtni sufferings under the Eng- 
lish, of which the Janguage exhibits all the atrength of 
■ despair. "Ever since the English (say they) firat appeared 
Tipoii our coasts, they entered our territories under a cer- 
tain specious pretence of charity, and esternal hypocritical 
show of religion, endeavoring at the same time, hy every 
Bitilice nxaliee could suggest, to extirpate us, root and 
branch, and without any other right than that of tha 
strongest. They have so far succeeded, by base ftaudu- 
lence and cunning, that they have forced us to quit out 
fail and aniple habitations and inheritances, and to take 
refuge, like wild beasts, in the mountains, the woods, and 
the morasses of the country: nor even can. the caverns 
and dens protect ua against their insatiable avarice. They 
pursue ua even into these frightful abodes, endeavoring to 
dispossess us of the wild uncultivated rocks, and arrogate 
to themselves the profertv of EVEitr fiace on which we 
can stamp the figure of oui feet." 

The greatest effort ever made by the ancient Irish to 
regain their native independence, was made at the time 
when they called over the brother of Robert Bruce &ora 
ScoH.and, WHliam. De Bonrgo, brother to the Earl of 
Clster, and Richard de Bemiingham, were sent ag-iinst 
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the main bndy of the natirc insurgci.ls, who wore headed 
riilher l]ian commanded by Felim O'Connor. The impor- 
tant battle which decided the subjection of Ireland, took 
place on the 10th of August, 1315. It was the bloodiest 
that ever was fought between the two nations, and con- 
tinued throughout the whole day, from the rising to Uie 
Betting sun. The Irish fought with inferior discipline, but 
with great enthusiasm. They Icat ten thousand men, 
omong whom were twenty-nine chiefe of Connaught. 
Tradition atalea that, after this terrible day, the O'Connor 
family, like the Fabian, were so nearly exterminated, that 
throughout all Connaught not one of the name romdncd, 
escept Felim's brother, who was capable of bearing arms. 

P. 143. 

LocMel, the chief of the warlike clan of the Camerons, 
and descended from ancestors distinguished in their narrow 
sphere for great personal prowess, was a man worthy of a 
better cause and fate than that in which he embarked, the 
enterprise of the Stuarts in 17i5- His memory is still 
fondly cherished among the Highlanders, by the appella- 
tion of the "genth Lochiel;" for he was famed for Ms 
social virtues as much as his martial and magnanimous 
(though mistaken) loyalty. Ills influence was so impor- 
tant among the Highland chiefs, that it depended on his 
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«-ith his clan whether the standard of Charles 



should be raised or not in 1745. Loohiel was himself too 
wise a man to be blind to the consequences of so hopeless 
an enterprise ; but his sensibility to the point of honot 
overruled his fldsdom. Charles appealed to his loyilty. 
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and he could not brook the repioachea of Ms Prince. 
When Chfirles landed at Borcoilale Lochiel went to meet 
him ; but on his ■» av called at hia brotlier a house, (Cam- 
eron of Fasaafem ) and told him on what err'uid he was 
going i adding howe* er that he meant to dissuade llio 
Prince from hi" enterpnw Fisaiiern advised him m 
that case to commonitatc his nmd b> letter to Charles. 
"No," sud Lochiol, "I think it due to my Prince to give 
him my reasons in person for refusing to join his stand- 
ard." " Brother," replied Passafom, "I know yon better 
than you know yourself ; if the Prince once sets eyes on 
you, he wiU make you do what he pleases." The inter- 
view accordingly took place; and Lochiel, with many 
arguments, but in vain, pressed the Pretender to return 
to France, and reserve himself and his friends for a more 
favorable occasion, — as he had come, by his own acknowl- 
edgment, without arms, or money, or adherents ; or, at all 
events, to remain concealed till Ms Jriends should meet 
and deliberate what was best to be done. Charles, whoso 
mind was wound up to the utmost impatience, paid no 
regard to this proposal, but answered, " that he was deter- 
mined to pnt all to the hazard." "In a few days," said 
he, " I will erect the royal standard, and proclaim to the 
people of Great Britain, that Charles Stuart is come over 
to claim the crown of hia ancestors, and to win it, or per- 
ish in the attempt. Lochiel, who my father has often told 
me was our firmest Mend, may stay at home, and learn 
from the newspapers the fate of his Prince." "No," said 
Ijochiel, "I will share the fate of my Prince, and so shall 
every man over whom nature or fortune hath given m« 
any power." 
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The otlier chieftains who followed Charles embraeed his 
cause with no better hopes. It engages our sympathy most 
strongly in their behalf, that no motiTC, but their fear to be 
reproached with cowardice or disloyalty, imp-Ued them to 
the hopeless adventure. Of this we have an example in 
the interview of Prince Charles with Clanronold, another 
Icadii^ chieftain in the rebel army. 

" Charles," says Home, "almost reduced to despair, in 
his discourse with Boisdale, addressed the two High- 
landers with great emotion ; and, sumnimg up his argu- 
ments for taking arms, conjured them to assist their 
Prince, their countryman, in his utmost need. Clanronald 
and his friend, though well-inclined to the Cause, positive- 
ly refused, and told him that to take up arms without 
concert or support was to pull down certain ruin on their 
own heads. ■ Charles persisted, argued, and implored. 
During this converBation (they were on ship-board) the 
parties walked backwards and fonvacds on the deck ; a 
Highlander stood near them, armed at all points, as was 
then the fashion of his country. He was a younger 
brother of Kinloch Moidart, and had come off to the ship 
to inquire for news, not knowing who was aboard. "When 
he gathered from their discourse that the stranger was the 
Prince of Wales : when he heard his chief and hia brother 
refuse to take arras with their Prince ; his color went and 
came, his eyes sparkled, he shifted his place, and grasped 
his sword. Charles observed hia demeanor, and turning 
briskly to him, called out, ' Will you assist me J ' — 'I will, 
I «t11,' said Ronald ; ' though no other man in the High- 
lands should draw a sword, I am ready to di; for you ! ' 
Charles, with a profusion of thanks to his champion, said, 
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he ivialicd all tlic Higlanders were like T'im. Without 
fuither deliberaHon, the two Maedonalds declared that 
tiioy would also join, and use Iheir utmost endeayors to 
engage their countrymen to take arms." — Home's HLst. 
R^MUon, p. 40. 

P. 143, 1. 15. 
Weepf A&in! 
The Gaelic appellation of Scotland, more particularly 
the HigMandu. 



The lines allude to the many hardships of the royal 
EufTetcr. 

An account of the eecond sight, in Irish RollGd TaiaA, 
is thus given in Martin's Description of the "Western Isles 
of Scotland ; — 

"l^e second sight ia a singular faculty of seeing an, 
other«iBe invisible object, without any previous means 
used by the person who sees it for that end. The vision 
niiikes such a lively impression upon the aeera, Uiat they 
neither see nor thinit of any thing else escept the vision 
as long as it continues ; and then they appear pensive 
or joiial according to tile object which was represented to 

"At the sight of a vision the eyelids of the person are 
erected, and the eyes continue staring until the object 
vanishes. This is obvious to others who are standing by 
when the persons happen to see a vision ; and occurred 
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more than once to my nwm oliviervatjon, and to others tb*l 
were nith me. 

" There is owe in Slue, of whom his acqauntance 
observed, tiuit when he sees a vision the inner part of his 
eyelids turns so far upwards, that, after the object disnp- 
pcars, he must draw them down with his fingers, and 
Bometimea employ others to draw them down, which he 
finds to be much the easier wav. 

"This faculty of the second sight does not lineally 
descend in a family, as some have imagined ; for 1 know 
scleral parents who are endowed with it, and their chil- 
drsn aie not; and vice uersii. Neither is it acquired 
by any previous compact. And after strict inquiry, I 
Dould never learn from any among them, that this faculty 
was couimunicablo to any whatsoever. The seer knows 
neither the object, time, nor place of a vision bcforo it 
appears ; and the same object is often neon by different 
persons living at a considerable distance from one another. 
The true way of judging as to the time and circumstances 
is by observation ; for several persons of judgment who 
are without this faculty are more capable to judge of the 
design of a vision than a novice that is a seer. K au 
object appear in the day or night, it will come to pass 
sooner or later accordingly. 

" If an object is seen early in the morning, which is not 
&equent, it will be accomplished in a few hours after- 
wards ; if at noon, it will probably be accomplished that 
very day ; if in the evening, perhaps that night ; if after 
candles be lighted, it will be accomplished that night ; tha 
latter always an accomplishment by weeks, months, and 
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sometimes jcai-s, aoeording to tlie IJmo of the night tha 



■'\Mien a shroud ia seen about o 



e prog- 



nostic of death. The timt: is judged according ti 
height of it about the person ; for if it is not seen above 
tlie middle, death ia not to be expected for the space of a 
year, and perhaps some months longer : and as it is fre- 
quently seen to ascend higher towarcJs tlie( head, death U 
concluded to be at hand within a few days, if not hours, 
as daily experience carJii-ma, Examples of this Itind 
were shown me, when the person of whom the observa- 
tions were then made was in perfect health. 

"It is ordinary Mith them to see houses, gardens, and 
trees in places void of ull these, and this in process of 
time is wont to be accomplsihcd ; as at Mogslot, in the 
Isle of Skie, where there were but a few sorry low houses, 
thatched with straw ; yet in a few years the vision, which 
appeared often, was accomplished by the building of 
several good houses in the very spot represented to the 
eeers, and by the planting of orchards there. 

" To see a spark of fire is a forerunner of a dead child, 
to be seen in the arms of those persons ; of which there 
eie several ij 



doors, and c 



see a scat empty at the time 
of sitting in it, ia a presage of that person's death quickly 
after it. 

"^Vhen a novice, or one that hos lately obtained the 
second sight, sees a vision in the night-tiine, «-ithout 
fire, he presenting falls inlji a 



" Some find themselves as it were in a crowd of people 
having a corpse, which they carry along with them ; and 
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»fter such visians the seora oome in awcating, and descrilie 
rhe iTsion that appeared. If there be any of their 
aaiuaintame among them, they give an account of their 
names, as al"o of the bearers ; but they Itiiow nothing 
concerning the corpse." 

Horses and cows (according to the same credulous 
author) have certainly sometimes the same faculty ; and 
he endeavors to prove it by the aigug of fear which tha 
animals eshibit, when second-sighted persona see visions 

"The seers (he continueal are generally illiterate and 
well-meaning peoiJe, and altogether void of design : nor 
could I ever learn that any of them ever made tlie least 
gain by it ; neither is it reputable among them to have 
thut faculty. Besides, the people of the Isles are not so 
credulous as to believe implir'itly before the thing pre- 
dicted is accomplished ; but when it is actually accom- 
plished afterwards, it is not in their power to deny it 
without offering violence to their own sense and reason. 
Besides, if the seers were deceivers, can it he reasonable 
to imagine that all the islanders who Iuito not the second 
sight should combine together, and offer violense to their 
onderstandiogs and sens to nf m, bi, 

a lie iiom age to age f Th al am g 

them whose title an rai m 

Buspicion of concumng mi m to 

gratify an illiterate, c tem an 

reasonable persons bell hild , rse , and cows, 

should be pteengaged in a combmation in favor of the 
second ^gbt," — Martin't Descriptiim of the Western Isla 
a/ Sootland, pp. 3, 11, 
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P, 182, 1. 4. 
The dark-attired Culdie. 
The Ciildees iveie tho priroitivo clergy cf Scotland, snd 
apparently her only clergy from the sixth to the clcventli 
century. They were of Irish origin, and their monastery 
on the island of lona, or Icolmltill, was the seminary of 
Christianity in Nortli Brittiin. Prosbj-tcrian ivTitoi-s huvo 
wished to prove them tn have been a sort of Presbyters, 
Btrangcrs to tho Itoman Church and Episcopacy. It seems 
to be established that they were not enemies to Episcopa- 
cy ; _ but that they were not slavishly aubjeoted to Rome, 
like the elorgy of later periods, appears by their reasting 
the Papal ordomiances respecting tho celibacy of rcKgious 
men, on which account they were ultimately displaced by 
the Scottish sovereigns to make way fnr more Popiah 

P. 184, 1. 20. 
Aiid IIk shield of alarm loos dumb. 
Strikii^ the shield was an ancient mode of convocation 
to war among the Gael. 

P. 18D. 
The tradition which forms the substance of these stanzas 
is fltill preserved in Germany. An ancient tower on B 
height, called the Ilolandscck, a few miles above Uonn on 
the Rhine, is shown as the habitation which Holand built in 
sight of a nunnery, into which his mistress had retired, on 
hearing an unfounded account of his death, ^\'hatever 
may bo thought of the oredibihty of the legend, iti 
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tcenery must lie reeoKected iritli pleasure bj every one 
who has visited the romantic landscape of the Drachonfels, 
the Eolandseck, and the beautiful adjacent islet of the 
Ehinc, where a nunnery still stands. 

P. 195, 1. 23. 
Thai erst ike adtenluroas Norman wore. 
A Norman leader, in the service of the King of Scot- 
land, married the heiress of Lochow in the twelfth century, 
and from him the Campbells are sprung. 

P. 223, L 7. 

Whose lineage, in a raptured how. 

Alluding to the well-known tradition respecting tha 

origin of pidnting, that it nroae from a young Corinthian 

female tracing the shadow of her lover's profile on the 

wall, as he lay asleep. 

P. 332, h 34. 
Where the Narmaa encamped him of old. 
"What is called the East Hill, at Hastings, is crowned 
with the worlts of an ancient camp ; and it is more than 
probable it was the spot which William L oeuupied 
between hia landing and the battle which gave hira 
England's crown. It is a strong position ; the -norks 

P. 237, 1. ID. 

France turns from her abandaaed friends afresh 

rhe fact ought to bo univcreallj' known, that Franco 
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is at this moment indebted to Poland for not being in- 
vaded by Russia. When the Duke Constantino fled 
from "Warsaw, he left papers beMnil him proving that 
the Russians, after the Parisian events in July, meant 
to have marched towards Paris, if the Polinh insurrection 
had not prevented them. 

P. 245, 1. 6. 
Thee, Niemckwilz. 
This venerable man, the most popolar and inflnenlial 
of Polish poets, and president of the academy in Warsaw, 
is now in London ; he is seventy-four years old ; but his 
noble spirit is rather moUowed than decayed by age. 
He was the friend of Fox, Kosciusko, and Washington. 
Rich in anecdote, like Franklin, he has also a striking 
resemblance to Iiim in countenance. 



JVbr chiirch hell 

In Catholic countries you often hear the church-bells 
rung to propitiate Heaven during thunder-storms, 

P. 256, 1. 12. 
Reffrel the lark thai gladJena England's mom. 
Mr. P. Cunningham, in his interesting work on New 
couth Wales, gives the following account of its song- 
birds : -^ " We are not moved here n-ith the deep mellow 
nnte of the blackbird, poured out from beneath some low 
Btimted bush, nor thrilled with the wild warblings of the 
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thmah petohed on the top of some fall sapling, nor 
ehanned with the blithe carol of the lark as we proceed 
early a-field ; none of our birds rivalling those divine 
songsters in realizing the poetical idea nf ' t}te mask of the 
ffraee : ' while ']>arroia' ckatleriiig ' must sapply the place 
of ' nightingales' singing ' in the future amorous lays of 
our sighing Celadons. We have our laii, certainly, but 
both his appearance and note are a most wretched parody 
upon the bird about which our English poets have made 
so many fine similiea. He will mount from the ground 
and rise, lluttering upwards in the same manner, and with 
a few of the starting notes of the English lark ; but on 
reaching the height of thirty feet or so, down he drops sud- 
denly end mutely, diving into concealment among the long 
grass, as if ashamed of his pitiful attempt. For the pert, 
frisky robin, pecking and pattering against the windows in 
the dull days of winter, we have the lively ' superb war- 
bler,' with his blue, shining plumage and his long tapering 
tail, picking up the crumbs at Our doors ; while the pretty 
red-bills, of the size and form of the goldfinch, constitute 
t^G sparrow of our clime, flying in flocks about our houses, 
and building their soft, downy, pigmy nests in the orange, 
peach, and lemon trees surrounding them." — Ciamirtg- 
ham's TiBO Tears in Netc SbirfA Wale), voL iL p. 216. 

P. 3S6, 1. 32. 

Oh, feeble slalesmen — iijnomimou! ftnwj 

There is not upon recor 1 a more diagustmg scene of 

Russian hypocrisy, and (wo that it mu'it be written!) 

of British huiniUation, than that nhich passed on board 
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the Talnrera, nhen Briliah aailirs accepted money fi-om 
(he Emperor Nicholas, and ^ave hira cheers It wJ] 
require the Talaveri to fight ^^ell with the first Russian 
ship that she miy have to encounter to mal.e us forget 
that day. 

P. 275, I. U. 
A palay-stroke of Nature shook Oran. 
In the year 1790, Otan, the most -n-eatem city in the 
AJgerine Bcgeney, which had been possessed by Spain 
for more than a hundred yeara, and fortified at an im- 
mense expense, was destroyed by an earthquake ; six 
thousand of its inhabitants were buried under the ruins. 



TAe vale by eagle-haimtcd cliffs o'erhung. 
The VflUey of Gicncoe, unparalleled in its scenery for 
gloomy grandeur, is trt this day frequented by eagles. 
When I visited the spot, within a year ago, I saw several 
pereh at a distance. Only one of them came so near me 
that i did not wish him any nearer. He favored mo with 
a full and continued view of his noble person, and. with 
the exception of the African eagle whom I saw wheeling 
and hovering over a corps of tJie Prench army that were 
marching from Oran, and who seemed \a linger over them 
ivith delight at the sound of their trumpets, as if they 
were about to restore his image to the Gallic standard — 
I never saw a prouder bird than this black eagle of 

I waa unable, from a hurt in ray foot, to leave thd 
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amgL lis iiifm mli ifl ould go 

n hd henlh th races of 

h d gard b to h unfortunate 

hb A alorw p where I 

u liu an b h dwelt. I 

aakdKgdeli-nrth bsdh replied, 

n h lamb and wn L rd B dilbane." 

Lin d Id nd h w d fey aub- 

s f I n n dur n ugh g a7 a rabbit f 

Isipcp Idd h h bird mdt ho cliffs 
only their oountry-houaca, ajj.d that they go dowTi to 
the Lowlands to find their provender." "Ay, ay," re- 
plied tie Highlander, "it is very possible, for the eagla 
can gang fer for his breaUast." 

P. 285, 1. 31. 
Witch legends Ronald scorned — ghost, kelpie, lorailh. 

The most dangerous and malignant creature of High- 
land superstilion was the kelpie, or water-hocsc, ■which 
was supposed to allure women and children to his sub- 
aqueous haunts, and there devour them ; sometimes he 
■would swell the lake or torrent beyond its usual limits, 
and OTorwhelm the unguarded triveller in the flood 
The shepherd, as he sat on the brow of a rock, on a sum- 
mer's evening, often fancied he saw this animal dsshing 
alor.g the surface of the lake, or browsing on the pasture- 
ground upon its verge. — Brmim'a History of -Jie Highlana 
Clans, voL i. p. 108. 

In Scotland, according to Dr. John Brown, it is j-et a 
superstitious principle that the wraith, the omen or mca- 
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senger of death, appears ir. the resemlilance of one in 
danger, immediately preceding diaaolution. This ominous 
form, purely of a spiritual nature, scorns to testify that the 
exaction (extinction) of life approaches. It was wont to 
be exhibited, also, as " a Utile TOagh dog" when it could 
he pacified by the death of any other being "if crossoil, 
anil conjured in time,*' — Brotrnt's SapeTstitiom of ifie 
Highland), p, 182. 

tt happened to mc, early in life, to meet with an 
amusing instance of Highland superstition with regard to 
myself. I lived in a family of the Island of Mull, and a 
niUe or two irora their house there was a burial-ground, 
without any church attached to it, on the lonely moor. 
The cemetery was enclosed and guarded by an iron railing 
so high, that it was thought to be unscaleable. I was, 
however, commencing the study of botany at the time, 
and thinking there might be some nice flowers and curious 
epitaphs among the grave-atones, I conliived, by help of 
my handkerchief, Xo scale the railing, and was soon 
scampering over the tombs ; some of the natives chanced 
to perceive me, not in the act of climbing over to, but 
skipping over, the burial-ground. In a day or two I 
observed the family looking on me with unaccountable, 
though not angry seriousness r at last the good old grand- 
mother told me, with tears in her eyes, "that I could not 
livo long, for that my wraith had been seen." "And, 
pray, where?" "Leaping over the stones of the burial- 
ground." The old lady was much relieved to hear that it 
was not my wraith, but myself. 

Akin to other Highland superstitions, but dilfering from 
Hiem in many essential respects, is the behef — for supcr- 
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Btition it i;an not -well te culled (quoth the nise author I am 
quoting) — in the aecond-sight, by iviiich, as Dr. Johnson 
observes, ** seems to be mcHnt a. mocle of seeing superadded 
ta that which Nature generally bestows ; and consists of 
an impresaion made either by the mind upon the eye -- oi 
by Uie eye upon the mind, by which things distant or fu- 
ture 0X0 perceived and seen, as if they -"-cro present, TMa 
deceptive faculty is caEed TraiosAe in the Gaelic, which, 
sigiiifica a apeotro or viMon, and is neither voluntary nor 
constant ; but consists in seeing an otherwise in^Ksible ob- 
ject, -without any previous means used by tbe person that 
gees it for that end. The vision makes such a lively im- 
pression upon tho seers, that they neither see nor think of 
any thing else esoept the vision, as long as it continues; 
and then they appear pensive or jovial, according to the 
object which was represented to them." 

There are njw few persons, if any, (continues Dr. 
Urowne ) who pretend to this faculty, and the belief in it 
IS almost generally exploded. Yet it can not be denied 
that apparent proofs of its eaistenee have been adduced, 
■Hhieh have stig^trLl minds not prone to superstition. 
When the cannettion between cause and effect can be 
recognised, things wluch would otherwise have appeared 
■B onderful and almost incredible, are viewed as ordinary 
otciirrenci,'' The impossibility of accounting for such an 
extraordinary phenomenon as the alleg^ faculty on phjlo- 
sophicil prmciples, or from the laws of nature, must ever 
leiro the matter suspended between rational doubt and 
confirmed skepticism "Strong reasons for mcredulity," 
aais Tr John>on, " «-ill readily occur." This faculi^' of 
K'Ciii^ thi i^s out of light is loenl, and commonly uscief s. 
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It is a breach of the common order of things, -without any 
risible reason or perceptible benefit. It is aseribed only to 
8 people very little enlightened, and among them, for the 
most part, to the mean and ignorant. 

In the whole history of Highland superstitions, there is 
not a more cnrious fact than tliat Dr. James Browne, a 
gentleman of the Edinburgh bar, in the nineteenth cen- 
tury, should show himself a more abjei:t believer in the 
truth of second-sight, than Dr Samuel Johnson, of Lon- 
don, in the eighteenth century. 



Me pit or galha>3 viould have mtred my grief. 

Until the year !747, the Highland Lairds had the right 
of punishing serfs, even eapitaUy, in so far that they often 
hanged, or impriaoncd them, in a pit or dungeon, where 
they were starved to death. But the law of 1746, for dis- 
arming the Highlanders, and restraijiing tJie use of the 
Highland garb, was followed up the following year by one 
of a more radical and permanent description. This was 
the act for abolishing the heritable jurisdictions, which, 
though necessary in a rude state of society, were wholly 
incompatible mth an advanced stage of civilization. By 
depriving the Highland chiefs of their judicial powers, it 
was thought that the sway which, for centuries, they had 
held over their people, would be gradually impaired ; and 
that by investing certain judges, who wera amenable to 
the legislature for the proper discharge of theii duties, 
with the civil and criminal jurisdiction enjoyed by the 
proprietors of the soil, the cause of good govenimeut 
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would be promoted, and the facilities for repressing any 
atlempta to disturb the public tranquillity inercoacd. 

By this act, (20 George II. c. 13j) which was made to 
the whole of Scotland, all heritable jurisdictions of justi- 
ciary, all regalities and heritable bailieries, and constahu- 
laries, (excepting the office of high constable,) and aU 
BteWartries and sheriffshipa of smaller districts, which were 
only parts of counties, were dissolved, and the powers for- 
merly vested in Ihem were ordained to be exercised by 
Buch of the king's courts aa these powers would have 
belonged to, if the jurisdictions had never been granted. 
All sheriflships and stewartriea not dissolved by the Stat- 
ute, namely, those which comprehended whole counties, 
where they had been granted, either heritably or for life, 
were resumed and annexed to the crown. "With the 
exception of the hereditary justiciaryship of Scotland, 
which was transferred from the family of Ajgyle to the 
High Court of Justiciary, the other jurisdictions were 
ordained to be vested in sheriffs- depute or stewarta- depute, 
to be appointed by the king in every shire or stewartry not 
dissolved by the act. As by the twentieth of Union, aU 
heritable offices and jurisdictions were reserved to the 
grantees aa r^hta of property ; compensation was ordoined 
to be made to the holders, the amount of which was after- 
wards Sxcd by parliament, in terms of the act of Sederunt 
of the Court of Session, at one hundred and fifty thousanil 
pounds. 

P. 287, 1. 6. 
I marcAed — irhen, feigning Royalty'a comntaad, 
Against the clan iSacdonald, Staira'a Lord 
Sent Jofih eiterminaiitig Jire and s^wd 
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■e vdtb. Brown, tlie author of an able wirk, 
'■ The Hialorj- of the Higliland Clans," that the affair of 
GIpncoe has stamped indelible iiifniny on the govcniraGnt 
of King William III., if by this expression it be meant that 



Wllian's . 



d b th t 






to be Ihe real orders of gavernracnt. Among these falae 
agents of government, who appears with most disgrace, is 
the " Master of Stair," ivho appears in the business mote 
like a fiend than man. When issuing his orders for the 
attack on the remainder of the Macdonalds in Glencoo, he 
expressed a hope in his letter " that (he soldiers wcuM 
trouble the government with no prisoners 

It can not be supposed that I would for a moment pal- 
liate this atrocious event by quoting the pioi ocitions not 
very long before offerc i oy the Macdonalds m missatres 
of the Campbell" But they maj be alluded t) as (auaos, 
though not excuses It is a jort of the mehntholy m 
stniction which h storv affords us that in the moral as 
well as in the il\ icil norld, there is ahvaj-s a reaction 
tquBl bj the iction The hinLhment of the Moors from 
Spam to Afnca was the thief ca ise of Aftioan piracy and 
Chnatian allien amon„ the Moors for c 
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smce the reign of "Willirim III., the Irish Orangemen have 
been the Algerines of Ireland. 

The aiFair of Glcncoe was in fact onlif a lingeiing trait 
of horribly barbarous times, though it was the more shock- 
ing that it came from that side of the political irorld which 
professed to be the more liberal side, and it occurred at a 
late time of the day, when the minds of both partica had 
become compatativelj' civilized, the whigs by the triumph 
of free principles, and the tories by personal experience of 
the evils attending perseeutior.. Yet that barbarism still 
subsisted in too many minds professing to act on liberal 
principles, is but too apparent from this disgusting tragedy. 

I once flattered myself that tho Argyle Campbells, from 
whom I am sprung, had no share in this massacre, and 
a direct share they certainly had not. But on inquiry I 
find that they consented to shutting up the paases of 
Glcncoe through which the Macdonalds might escape ; and 
perhaps relations of my great-grandfather — lam afraid 
to count their distance or projdmity — might be indirectly 
concerned in the cruelty. 

But children are not answerable for the crimes of (heir 
forefathers ; and 1 hope and trust that the descendants of 
Breadalbane and Glenlyon are as much and justiy at theii 
ease on tliis Buhjcct as I am. 

P. 294, L 2. 
Chance snatched them from proscription and despair. 
Many Highland families, at the outbreak of the rebel- 
lion in 1745, were saved from urter desolation by tho con- 
trivances of some of their more sensible members, pr'jici. 
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pally the «-omcn, who foresaw the consequonces of tha 
msurrectjon. AVhcn I was a youth ji tho lUghJands, I 
remember an old gentleman being pointed out to me, who, 
finding all other argumonta fail, had, in conjunction viith 
his mother and sisters, bound the old Laird hand and foot. 



and locked him«p in his o- 
battle of Culloden amved. 
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Ti cellar, until the news of the 

d he anecdote, though 

d by a shrewd Highland 

S uart-mad, and was 

ts He lold his wife at 

morrow morning on 

Oh ' She accordingly 

1 ull b ding kettle, poured 
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THE COMPIETB WOBKS Of gHlKSPllIll, 

In eight volumes, imperial octavo ; printed upon estra white 
calendered paper, embellished vpith 40 steel engravings. Price, 
in muslin binding, $16 ; in library etvle, $20 ; with calf or 
morocco backs and comers, $36 ; m morocco, full gUt, $40 ; 
in calf or Turkey antique, $50. 
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THE CeaPLETE WORKS OF SHAKSPEARB, 

In eight vnlumes, 8vo,, with a fine Portridt. Price, in muslin 
binding, $10 ; in library style, $12 ; with morocco or caif ba<JtB 
and corners, $1S ; in French morocco, gilt, $20. 

THE COMFtETB WORKS OF SHARSPEARE, 
In eight volumes, 12mo., with 40 illnstratioos. Price, in sheep 

THE COMPLETE WORKS OP SHAHSPEARE, 

Containing all the Plays and Poems, printed from the corrected 

copy of George Stccvcna, Esq., with a Glossary and Notes, and 

a Memoir by Chalmers. EmbelliBhed with a line Portrait and 

12ateel plates. Inone volume, octavo. Price, in muslin, $2.50; 

in library style, $3 ; in muslin, gilt, extra, $4 ; in morocco, 

gilt, $4.S0. 
Same edition, printed upon line calendered paper. Price, inblsek 

muslin, $3 ; in half turkey or half calf, gilt or antique, $6 ; 

in fiiU turkey, antique or gilt, $8. 
Same edition, bound in two volumes, in muslin, $2.75 ; in library 

style, $3 ; in muslin, gilt, estra, $6.60 ; in morocco, gilt, extra, 

$6.60. 
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;, SASIPSOJJ, & CO'S FUBLICATIONS. 

TEE COIBPIETE WORKS OF SHASSPBARE, 
Cabinet Edition. With a Memoir, Glossarial Notes, &c. In 
eight Tolumes, IBmo, Price, iii muslin, $5; full gilt, extra, 
$8 ; lialf calf, antique and gilt, $12 ; Turkey morocco, |20. 

THE POETICAL WORKS OF SHAKSPEARE, 

■With Notes, IlluatratiTe and Explanatory. In one volume, 
large 12mo, Price in muelin, f 1.00 ; muslin, gUt, $1,60 ; in 

THE IIFB, GEMS, AND BBiUTIES OP SHAKSPEARE, 

In one volume, I2iqo. Price, muslin, $1 ; gilt, $1.50 ; mo- 
rocco, $2. 
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THE POETICAL WORKS OP JOHN MILTON, 

Edited by Sir Egerton Brydges, Bart. Illuatrated witi a por- 
trait, and with splendid engravings, from designs by John Mar- 
tin and J. "W. M. Turner, R. A. In one volume, octavo. 
Price, ill muslin, $2.50 ; in library style, $3 ; muslin, gilt, $4 ; 
morocco, gilt, $4.30. 
Same edition, printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in black 
muslin, $3 ; in half turkey, or half calf, gilt or antique, $5 ; 
in full turkey, antique or gilt, $6. 



THE POETICAL WORKS OF JOHN MILTON, 

Edited by Kev. John Mitford. In two volumes, 12mo. ; 
ed on fine paper, from clear, large type. A very com 
edition. Price, in muslin, f 2 ; in half calf, $4.50 ; in fu 
$a i T'utkey or antique, f 3. { 

THE. POETICAl WORKS OF JOHN MILTON, 

In one volume, 12mo. ; muslin, $1 ; gOt, extra, $1,50 ; 



THE PARADISE LOST, 

In one volume, 18mo. ; muslin, CO cents ; half bound, 34 ci 
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THE PARADISE LOST, and THE NIGHT THOUGHTS, 

!, 12mo. ; 

1, $2. 



THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF SIR WAITER SCOTT, 

With the author's Introductions ai 

ings, and the editor's Notes ; in 

illustrations, and t«o fine portraits. Price, in muslin, $2,50 ; 

library style, $3 ; muslin, gilt, extra, $4 ; morocco, $4.50. 
Same edition, printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in black 

muslin, $3 ; in half turkey, or half calf, gUt or antique, $5 j 

in full turkey, antique or gilt, $6. 

SCBTT'S MMICAl WOMg, 

Including Lay of Lost Minstrel, Marmion, Lady of the Late, 
Bra Kodorick, Ballads, &c. ; with a memoir ; 12mo. Price, m 
muaUn, f 1 ; gilt, $1.50; morocco, gilt, fa. 

THE LABT OF THE LAKE, and the TISIOJT OF DON RODERICK, 

By Sir Walter Scott. Price, in muslin, 12mo., 75 cents; gilt, 
$1,25; morocco, gUt, 11.50. 

MARMION, 

A tale of Flodden Field, by Sir Walter Scott. New edition, 
12mo. Price, in muslin, 7S cents ; gilt, $1.26; morocco, f I. SO. 



Til COIPLEIE WOBUS OP lOBB BYItOI, 

With a meraoLr, fine steel portriut, and other illustrations ; in 

one volume, Svo. Price, in muslin, f 2.50 ; in library style, 

$3; muslin, gilt, $4; morocco, gilt, |4.a0, 
Same edition, printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in black 

muslin, $3 ; in ludf turkey, or half ca]f, gilt or antique, $5 ; 

in full turkey, antique or gilt, $!i. 
Same edition, bound in a splendid quarto, Turkey, antique, $15. 
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t CO.'S PUELICATJONS. 

THE POETICAL WORKS OF LORD BYHOJf, 

Edited by Thomas Moore, Esq. In four volumes. l2mo. Price, 
in muslin, f 1 ; hall' calf, $9 ; full calf, $16 ; Turkey, or an- 
tique, f 16. 

THE POETICAL WOEHS OF LORD BYRON, 



CHIIDE HAROLD'S PILGRISAGB, 

ByLord Byron. In one volume, 12mo. Price, in miiBlin, $1 ; 



le Tolume, 12mo. Price, in muslin, $1 ; 



TIE COMPLETE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS, 

Containing his Poems, Songs, and Correspondence. IVith a 
Life of the Poet, and Noticfs critical and biographical. By 
Allan Cuimingliam. With elegant steel illustrations. In one 
volume, royal octavo. Price, in muslin, $3.60 ; in library 
style, $3 i muslin, gilt, $i ; morocco, $4.50. 
Same edition, printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in black 
muslin, $3 ; in haK turkey, or baU' call', gilt or antique, $5 ; 
in full turkey, antique or gilt, $6. 

THE POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURKS, 

e volume, I2mo. 



THE POETICAL WORKS OF FELICU HEMAKS, 

Complete in one volume, 8vo., with a Memoir by Mrs. L. H. 
Bigoumey. A new edition, from the last London edition, with 
all the introductory Notes. Elegantly illustiated from original 
dedgns. Price, in mu«liii, $2.60 ; in library style, $3 ; musUn, 
^t, $4 J morocco, $4.S0. 
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Same edition, printed upon £ae calendered paper. Price, in Hack 
muslin, $3 ; in half turkey, or half calf, gilt or antique, S5 ; 
in full turkey, antique or gilt, $6. 

THE POETICAL WORES OF MRS. HEMANS, 

In one Tolume, 12mo. Price, in muslin, $1 ; gilt, $1.50 ; mo- 



THE POETICil WORKS OF THOMAS MOORE, 

Complete in one volume, royal oetayo. A new edition, from 
the last London edition. With a portrait, and other fine illus- 
trations. Price, in muslin, $2.50; in library style, $3; mus- 
lin, gilt, $4 ; morocco, $4.60. 
Same edition, printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in black 
muslin, f 3 ; in half turkey, or half calf, gilt or antique, f 5 ; 
in fuH turkey, antique or gilt, $6. 

THE POETICAL WORKS OF IHOOKE, 

Including Lalla Hookh, Odes of Anacreon, Irish Melodies, Na- 
tional Airs, and Miscellaneous Poems. In one Tolume, 12mo., 
■with portrait. Price, in muslin, $1 ; gUt, $1,50 ; morocco, f 3. 

IRISH MELODIES, 

By Thomas Moore. In one volume, 12mo. Price, ia muslin, 
75 cents; gilt, $1.25 ; morocco, $1.60. 

LALLA ROOKR, 



lEitamtriif n^ iUtt\tt, 

THE COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS OF 
SEAlIiBOKT a™ PIETGHEE, 
In two volumes, octavo. From the London edition in eleven 
volumes, edited by Rev. Alexander Dyee. With Memoirs, 
copious Notes, Glossary, and Index, and two splendid steel 
portraits. 

The only American edition of these great dramatists. Price, in 
muelin, f 5 ; library style, $S. Bound in costlier etylea to (mder. 
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TBE ¥ORBS OP BEN JOSSOX, 

"With a Msmoir, by 'William Giiford. In one toluine, octavo, 

with Portrait. Price, in muelin, $3.60 ; library etyle, $3 ; 

muelin, gilt, $i ; morocco, $4.50, 
Same edition, printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in blaclc 

mudiii, $3 ; in half tuikey. or h^ calf, gilt or antique. $5 ; 

in fiill turkey, antique or pit, ffi. 
The principal English. DramatistB will be issued uniibrm with tlio 



THE WORKS OP WILlIAia GOffPER, 

His Life, Letters, and Poems. {Now completed by the intro- 
duction of his private torrespondence.) Edited hv Rev. T. S. 
Grimshawe, A. M., F. S. A. In one volume, octavo, illustrat- 
ed. Price, in mnslin, |2.5B ; library style, f 3 ; muslin, gilt, 
^i ; morocco,. $1.50. 
Same edition printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in blact 
muslin, $3 ; in half turkey, or half calf, gilt or antique, $5 ; 
in fuE turkey, antique or gilt, $0. 
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THE POETICAL WORHS OF JAMES MSSTGOIHEBY, 

With K Memoir, by Eev. Rufus W. Griswold. In one Tolume, 
octavo, Tvith PortrMt and illustrBtione, Price, in muslin, $2.50 ; 
library style, |3 ; muslin, gilt, $4 ; morocco, $4.60, 
Same edition, printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in black 
muslin, $3 ; in half turkey, or half calf, gilt or antique, $5 ; 
in full turkey, antique or gilt, $6, 

THE SELECT POETICAL WORKS OF MONTGOMERY, 

In one volume, 12mo., with portrwt. Price, m muslin, $1 i 
gilt. $l.fiO; morocco, $2. 

THE COMPLETE WORKS OP lETITIA E. LANDODf, 

In one volume, royal octavo, ■nith Portrait. Piice, in muslin, 

$2.50; Ubrary style, $3; muslin, gilt, $4; morocco, $4.50. 
Same edition printed upon fine calendered paper. Price, in blaeX 

muslin, $S ; in half turkey, or haK caH, gilt or antique, $5 ; 

in full turkey, antique or gilt, $6. 
For 12mo. edition, see " Howrrr." 



THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF THOMAS CAMPBEll, 

With an original Memoir, and Notes, and a splendid Portrait. 

Edited by Epes Sargeut, Esq. In one volume, 12mo. Price, 

iu muslin, $1 ; half calf, $2,25 ; calf, $4 ; turkey, antique, 

$4. 

"Wluit a dellcfcras Ikk* ia this oewetlLtkin of CampbeU, irilfi itsunple memoir, 
precitius, mid as everlaating an pearls! Mr. Sarecnt haa eieontwl hla pioos iMlc 
irilh nieb JUiat atm bdiI completenaEs as to luive linked his nume liDpcnshabl; 

" Ko Iftirarj can be Keemed a Uhmrr iritliont » mpr at Camjihcll. He is tlia 
BiBl poflt who Dn^ht to be piaoed in the hindB of the yonng." — I\al. 
"Wo cannot he^taM to proooance It Ihf mflal perfect editon eilanl."— 7Va«- 

"Thore cannot weB be a more atlractiro volnms in Ijpograpliieal uppenrance." 
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